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2A Th 
5 IEU, my love, my lovely fair — 
At eve as I ſung of my fair — 
As ſtraying thro the jeſs mine grove — 
A laſs that was laden with care — 
A roſe-tree in full bearing _ — 
As walking t'other day alone — 
As *croſs the field the other morn — 


A painful thrilling mov d my ert —:— 
Ah! where can fly my ſoul's true loure—— 


Ah, how ſweet the rural ſcene — 

A roſe from her boſom has ſtray'd — 
Away, let naught to love diſpleaſngg — 
As yet a virgin in my teen? — — 


| A ſailor's life's a life dye ſee —— 


8 


Bezold deniad their airy isl: — 


Beneath a green ſhade a lovely young ſwain — 
Blow, blow, thou ſummer's breeze — 
But three months yet I've been a wife — 


By that eye which eclipſes the ſtars playful light 


A 2 


1 | 


INDEX 


C 
Cealt awhile ye * to Sl C — 15 
Charming village maid — 63 
Comely ſwain why fit'ſt thou ſo — 103 
| ; CI Sy 
Drifted ſnow no more is ſeen — 31 
\ . E jo | 
| Ere around the huge oak that 0erſhadows yon mill 50 
| Farewell, my hoe, the anchor's weigh! 2 
Tain woutd tfing my Dapline S face —— | 14 
Fancy paints the att ring ſcene— . 20 
For me, my fair a wreath has wove — 27 
Fairer than the op ning lilies = — 38 
For tenderneſs form d in life's early day — 45 
Fir Laura on the banks of Dee — — 77 
Fair grove to thee alone Ido impart. — MI 
1 7 0 0 


Here witk Kberty Bleſt, brighteſt gem of our ile 12 
How happy the ſeaſon of childhood appears — go 
How happily my life I led 52 
How bleſt were late my jocund hours — 
Hark, hark, from the woodlands, the loud ſwelling horn 4. 
Haſe queen of beauty and of ſmiles ——— 108 


| Hm Jr ect of ie ud or - 117 


INDEX | 
. ERR OS. 


If wine and muſic have the Pe HP Ton DEAADIN 36 

In the world's crooked path where Tue been — 
Jiuſt when the blooming fragrant ng — 

In ſtorms, when clouds obſcure the 9 — 7 
T fat out one gue with intention to roam — 
In April when primroſes paint the ſweet plain „ 


If pure are the ſprings of the fountain — 92 N 
In dear Dunbarton's yellow fields 106 
In our town there was a lad — 107 
I tave rang'd all my life — — 119 
Flt cull the ſweets of ev'ry * — 126 
— 0 L 
Let the merry pipe and tabor — 9 
Lord what a fuſs my mother made — 69 
; Long live great George our Ning —— 89 
Love from the heart all its don gers concealingg 9 
Like dew-drops that hang on the roſe — 128 
. 


My heart is as honeſt and brave as the beſt — 1 
My) dear Molty — — 425 
My mind is diſtracted, my heart s in a ame — 59 
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Mujing o'er the ocean roaring — 75 

# My father's houſe is neat and nice — 112 g 
My ſoger ladie is over the ſea — 113 

| bas Willy ts a winſome 9 — 115 
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Nature always is enchanting 


Mot long before the cloſe of day 


Net oft had brav'd the field of battle — 8 
No more ye boaſting bards maintain 


\ 


INDEX. 


Now let the merry bells ring round 
Now the woodland choriſts ſing 


 Noſegays I cry, and tho little you bay 100 
Nom the bluſtring Boreas blows 123 
Now Te unbounded reſounds er the plain. 135 

; ; 0 

01 Freedom's lappy land #1 — 48 
One day I heard Mary ſoy —— — 33 
O'er deſert plains and ruſhy mears — 9 
© Of friendſhip I have heard much tal“? —— 3 
0 pity, my dear 4 — 114 
O ell * gentle nymphs and ſwains — 129 

P CS 
Pos; Pol. de hof fad when the ſlip cat for e & 
| Poor * whoſe 00 K heart kept his * * 64 
50 R 
«ve May approaches crown'd with flow" Is — 25 
Surely woman's a porwrful creature — 35 


Sweet artleſs ſongſters of the grove — 104 
OE ham to mee — — 116 
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3 Tuo the muſes neer ſmile by the light of the fun! 5 | 
3 7  Theroſewith ſweet fragrance delights — 10 — 
1 The muſt from the mountains proclaim'd it was morn 15 
3 Tears that exhale from the ſpring of good nature 19 
af The virgin when ſoften'd by May — 22 
4 T he heroes ſtout, who danger ſcorn IT | [5] 
* ' » Thy freedom lofl, no more, ſweet bird — 23” | (> 
3 The laſt time I came oer the moor — — 31 | 
5 The ſilver moon that ſhines ſo brigit 287 | 11 
The japling oak loft in the delll!k(wv - 46 | 
T here's ſomething in kiſſing, I cannot tell why 47 | | 
Te wand'1ing ſailor ploughs the main — 48 
3 "Twas at the cool and fragrant hour — 4 
3 T he vainly ambitious may proudly recle ——— 6 
J Tue ſun, when ariſing, beſpangles the dy —— 66 
3 The main with darkneſs mantled o'er. _———— 67 
T he roſe had been waſ d, lately waſh'd in a ſhow'r 658 
Tie bia ing pink, the ſpotleſs white 73ͤ 
F-ho' the turbulent ſeaſon of paſſion is er — 75 1 
The morning dew that wels the roſe — 82 
T he tar on the ocean true-hearted and brave — 88 
T he gentle dew diſtill'd from heav'n — gs | 2 
The Britiſh flag ſhall ſtill retain — 96 
T he billet-donx, oh, didſt thou bear — | 
The midnight moon ſerenely ſmiles 3 185 : 
; To tell you the truth — — — 1a, 
4 Take this noſegay, gentle youth — RN | 
gay, gente You i 
: Two maidens ſat complaining — * | 
. T his cold flinty heart it is you that have warm'd 123 {» Y 
TT The moon ſhone bright and jockey ſaid | — 19 ; =» 
” "Twas near a thicket's calm retreat — * 4 : 1." 


The morning Jmil'd ſerenely gay —=— 
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INDEX. 


The ſe tho" a beau 10 120 
T ho* toſs'd amidſt the ocern's bed —— 133 
_ The night was ſtill the air ſerene —— 136 
T he dear poſſſſor of my heart — 140 
f 8 13 U 
Unleſs with my Amanda blet  —= 36 
1 ö ; W | | 
While high the foaming ſurges riſe | 3 
den I return with courage bold — 44 
- Whither, mylove, ak / whither art thou gone — 14 
. When I look round the village that harbours my dear 17 
Men on board our trim: vejſel we Jayoufly fail'd 24 
- What beaities'does Flora diſcloſe + — 35 


- When fuſt the youth his fears forſook ß er 39 
What virgin or fhepherd in valley or grove 2 39 


When firſt this humble roof I knew — 44 
ben zephyr, who fi gs. for the lover's ſoft bliſs 45 
| What boots it where thy ſoldier lies — 352 
Men ſixteen years I had attain'd — 84 
When firſt on the Plain I began to appear —— 74 
When love hath charm'd the virgin" r, 1 opp 
Were Nancy but a rural maid — 178 
"Whene'er ce bade me ceaſe to plead —— 92 
Where rolls the ſilver ſevern tide — 99 
When we come to the age of three ſcore — 106 


Maile the faſkhion-form'd traveller trips round the world 11 7 
We be three poor fiſhermen © _— 118 


"When night her ſable curtain drew —— 121 


"When through the woods the hunters trace — 122 
When the trees are all bare, not a leaf to be jon. 132 


When rural lads and laſſes 05 ——— 139 
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+ 4 
Young Carlos ſu'd a beauteous maid — 19 
You, my damſel, be but hind. — 20 
Ve ſylvan pow'rs that rule the plain 28 
Young William is the ſweeteft youth —— 57 
Young Jockey tript it o'er the mead —— 81 
Ye chiefs of the ocean your laurels throw by 98 


Ye fair ones attend to a maid in diſtreſs —— 105 
Ye fair be advis'd by a friend — 
Ye zephyrs come flutter and play — 134 
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JUST PUBLISHED, 
NEW EDITIONS 


4: @7/THE FOLLOWING ENTERTAINING 


done BOOKS. 
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1 | Js Wa 

| \ 
© UNIVERSAL SONGSTER. | 
0 88 0 NEW EDITION. 

; | | Price Two Shillings. 
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| | | THE ; 


5 . FESTIVAL OF MOMS, 


A NEW EDITION. 
Price Two Skillings. 


+ ROBIN HOOD's GARLAND; 
; ons, THE SHERWOOD SONGSTER. 


Price 6d. fewed. 


* 


5 LYRIC MISCELLANY ; 
OR, ESSENCE OF HARMONY AND HUMOUR, 
* Price One Shilling” 
_ CHARMS OF CHEERFULNESS. 
Price One Shilling, ; pp 


LONDON SONGSTER, 
0 5 | 9 56 15.3 
MUSICAL BOUQUET. 
mY Price One Shilling. OUS 


WHIM OF THE DAY, 


OR 


© Musical. OLIO. 
Price Six-Pence. 

MIRTH AND GLEE, | 
don run | 
. | 


SONGSTER's FAVORITE. 


P rice Six-P cakes ö 


k _ „ HSB AS. ? K 
8 
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: Wo LEASING SONGSTER; 


| on, FESTIVE COMPANION, 
Price ze 6d. ſewed. 


9 THE | 
MUSE IN GOOD HUMOUR ; 
OR, MOMUS's BANQUET. 


dof price IS. i. fewed. - 
— — 


$a Kaen . 
cHEERTUI. SONGSTER. 
Price 6d. ſewed. 


THE 


TOWN AND COUNTRY SONGSTER; 


ok, VOCAL COMPANION. 
Price 6d. ſewed. 
*IN "THE. PRESs,ñ˙ĩ 
A NEW EDITION OF 
T H E 
R O UND EL A N 


OB THE 
NEW SYREN, 
Pr ice as. ſewed. 
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wr - -Y 


VOCAL MELODY. 79 


$0. N G. 
' BOB OF THE MILL, 
Sung in the Woodman. 


Y heart is as honeſt and brave as the beſt, \ 
| My body's as ſound as a roach; | OW 
Tho' in gay fangled garments I never was dreſt, »; 1 
Nor ſtuck up my nobin a coach: | "mM 

II fortune refuſes to flow with my ſtream, | 
My ſacks with her riches to fill, | * 
Why 1 ſurely 'tis fortune alone that's to blame, 

And not honeſt Bob of the mill, 


My breaſt is as artlefs and blithe as my lay, | "0 
From my cottage content never flies; 6 

She is ſure to reward the fatigue of the day, bs. 

And I know how to value the prize: * f 

Would the girl that I love then but give me her hand, \\ 

The world it may wag as it will;! "4 k 

I defy the firſt ſquire, or lord of the land, 

3 Todiſhonor plain Bob of the mill. 


0 B 


. ( 2 ) 114 77 
—— 8 
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- THE rannWEL. | 
Sung by Mr. Banniſter, 
AREWEL, my love; the anchor's weigh d, 


I can no longer ſtay; 

But who ſhall guard my deareſt maid, 
When I am far away ? 

When cold and dark the angry main 
Shall rock. the crew to ſleep ; 

And I the lonely ſtation gain, 
The midnight watch to keep. 


To 
| er No. 
Thy beauteous form in that drear hour, 
Shall ſoften my diſtreſs ; The 
And memory's all ſoothing pow'r T 
Shall make the hardſhip leſs: | Th 
Then dry thy tears, 'tis all in vain, : | A 
Do dt thy health deſtroy ; | . 
Nor weep till when we meet again, 
Thy tears ſhall flow for 3j Fr 
18 Tho 
SONG, Ne 
0 5 


S O N. „„ 


WHILE Mich THE;FOAMING SURGES RISE. 


7 \p 


Sung at Vauxhall. 
: Ar... my foaring ſurges riſe, 
n inted roe Tr, | 
Loud thunders rae in the les, ; * 
Yet ſailors muſt not fear : | 1 
In ſtorms, in wind, I 
Their duty mind; | ' 
Aloft, below, 
They cheerful go; 
To reef or ſteer, as tis deſign'd, 
No fears or dangers fill the mind, 


The fignal for the line is made, 
The haughty foe's in fight ; 
The bloody flag aloft diſplay'd, 
And fierce the dreadful fight : 
Each minds his gun, 
No dangers ſhun, 
Aloft below | | 
: They cheerful go; "ol 
4 ym thunders roar, yet ſtill we and 4 
1 fear alarms the failor's mind. | 


: 
In, 


5 
age 3 


EY 


(4) 
The 3 is huſh'd, the battle cer, 


The ſky is clear again; 
We toſs the can to thoſe on ſhore, 43 
While we are on the main: 
To Pol and Sue, 
Sincere and true, ” 
The grog goes round, 
With pleafure crown d: 
In war or peace alike you'll find, 
That honor fills a ſailor's mind. 
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BLUE r p BET. 


Sung by Mr. Munn 


HEN I return with courage bold, .. 
Lord ! how the volks will ſtare? 


| And all my pockets lin'd with gold, 


For blue-ey'd Bet ſo fair: 
TI doff my frock for jacket blue, 
And trowſers all ſo white; ; 
And Bet ſhall own my love is true, 
When *tis for her I fight. 


No more the girls ſhall jeer me ſo, 
And call me ſheepiſh lout ; 
When tight as any I ſhall go, 
And wear a . as „ 
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MY HEART is DEVOTED DEAR MARY TO THEE, 


Sung by Mr. Darley. 


HO' the muſes ne er ſmile by the light of the ſun, 
Yet they viſit my cot when my labour is done; 
And while on my pillow of ſtraw I recline, 
A wreath of ſweet flow'rets they ſportively twine: 
But in vain the fair damſels weave chaplets for me, 
For my heart is devoted, dear Mary, to thee. | 


Full oft' I reflect on my indigent Rate, 


But reflection and reaſon are ever too late: 
They tell me I figh for too beauteous a fair, | 
And fill my ſad wiſhes with doubts and deſpair, 
Then hope, kindly ſmiling, averts the decree, 
For my heart is devoted, dear Mary, to thee. 


When the ſhrill pipe and tabor proclaim the light 


dance, 
With tranſports I ſee my dear Mary advance; 
Then ſuch grace ſhe diſplays while ſhe trips mid the 
throng, | 
That each ſhepherd with raptures to her tunes his ſong, 
But by none ſhe's belov'd with ſuch truth as by me, 
For my heart is devoted, dear Mary, to thee. 


8 3 ä So 
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POOR POLL. 


=. OR Poll ſhe look'd ſad when the ſhip caſt for fea, 
_— Which bore her dear Jack from her fight; © 
RY What comfort, alas then, ſhe cry'd, is for me, 
what proſpe& can yield me delight? _ 
=—_ For tempeſts may riſe and the ſurf loudly roar, 
3 8 And the mainmaſt may go by the board; 
1 muſt weep; and muſt ſigh, and, tho' ſafely on ſhore, 
Yet his heart is with courage well ſtor'd : 
He bade me be cheerful and never let fear 
At any time take me a-back, 
For he ſaid that a cherubim, perch'd 1 in the air, 
Would take care of poor Poll for ker Jack. 


As well as the beſt he can hand, reef, and ſteer, 
Each point of the compaſs he kno 

'Eafſt, Weſt, North, and South, unto bim all i is clear, 

From what corner ſo e' er the wind blows ; 

Yet danger breeds doubt, and the boiſterous main 
The veſſel may founder though tight, 

Then Poll her poor Jack ſhe will ne' er ſee again, 

Who _ can give her delight— 


. 


vet he bade me on Providence always rely, 
Who ſafely would ſure bring him back, 

And a ſweet little cherub is ſeated on high, 
To take care of poor Poll for her Jack. 


"Tis love bids me hope what he ſaid may be true, 
As conſtancy glows in my breaſt; 

For though o'er the ocean he fails from my view, 
In my heart he's at home ſtill confeſt: 
When calm is the ſky, and no clouds intervene, 
By fancy directed I ſteer; | 
I ſee the ſhip ſafe and enjoy the bright ſcene, 
Which gives me the ſight of my 3 


The {hivering top-ſails I view in the wind, 


And with fear am not taken aback; : 
For that ſame little cherub is ſtill in my mind, 
Who'll take care of poor Poll for her Jack. 


The days, and the weeks, and the months as they paſs, 


In my mind I ſtill conſtantly count, 


And form a fond journal, though tedious, alas, 


Is the numbers to which they amount; 

Let time circles on, and the voyage will at laſt, 
Of courſe, to my wiſhes be o'er, 

And tempeſts and dangers be over and paſt, 
When ſafely he leaps upon ſhore: 


Haſte, haſte then, ye moments, ye weeks and ye days, 


To my wiſhes O ſoon bring him back; 
That ſame little cherub ſhall ſtill have the praiſe, 
Who took care of poor Poll and poor Jack. 


% 


— — 
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Thx yes — 


DIEU, my 1 my lovely fair, 
Von flag calls me any; 

To other climes I muſt repair, 

The winds upbraid my ſtay : 
Ye fanning zephyrs ceaſe awhile 

To fill th expanded fail ;' 
Let ocean's waves unruffled ſmile, 
Ze calm each flutt'ring gale. 


For we muſt part awhile, my love, 
Awhile muſt bid adieu; 

But ſure no abſence can remove, 
A love ſo fix'd fo true: 

For through whatever clime I Ts 
Or to. what coaſt we ſteer, 

My ſoul with thee has fix d its home, 
My heart lies anchor'd here. 


But when that homeward we return, 
And winds auſpicious blow, 
What raptures in my breaſt will burn, 
What thoughts of thee muſt flow : 
| But hark, that gun calls me on board, 
I can no longer ſtay, 
Adieu, my love, my ſoul's ador' d. 
Adieu, I mult mw | 
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SONG. 
Sung in Oſcar and Malvina. 


ET the merry pipe and tabor 
Tell the ending of our labour, 
Take your glaſs each honeſt neighbour, 
Hang all care and ſorrow. 


Flowing bowls the heart inſpiring, 

Beauty's charms the boſom: fi ng, 

Ev'ry youth and maid defiring, 
Never fear to-morrow. 


Let the old and churliſh miſer 

Be of mirth the dull defpiſer, 

Steal to bed and think he's wiſer, 
We diſdain his rigour. 


Heavy ſleep whilſt he is taking, 

We, to ſocial rites awaking, 

Reyel *till the morning breaking, 
Still with ſprightly vigour. 


Come then, every hearty fellow, 

Be he ſober, be he mellow, 

Let cold caution vainly bellow, 
We have better reaſon. 


We poſſeſs of life the treaſure, - 
Quaff the cup and taſte the pleaſure, 
ove can give us without meaſure, 

At this happy 2 
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THE ROSE WITH SWEET FRAGRANCE DELIGHTS. 
4 Sung at Vauxhall. 


HE roſe with ſweet fragrance deli ghts, 
1. And ſweet is the eglantine breeze; 
- But iri Colin all ſweetneſs unites, | . 
For Colin for ever could pleaſe: . 


Yet now in each Lt and ſad grove 
I mourn'that my joys are no more ; 
The ſhepherd is falſe, yet I love, 
He's fickle, yet ſtill I adore. 
How ſoft was each note when he ſung, 
His accents how tender and ſweet! 
And honey ſure dropt from his tongue, 
When my _ the ſwain would repeat. | 
But now, ie. 
When he hears my ſad knell o'er the lawn, 
| Perhaps he may ſhed a fond tear; 
"= Perhaps he may ſigh all forlorn, 
= For Phillis that lov'd him ſo dear. . 
3 | | | Yet now, &c. 
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, HER HEART TO ALL OTHERS 15 COLD, 


Sung As Mr. Dignum, 90 | | AY 


T eve, as I "OR of my fair, 
The ſhepherds all ſmil'd at my lay; 
Advis'd me the nymph to forſwear, 
And jeſtingly Bale me be gay: 
I vow'd, that a look to obtain, 1 _ 
I'd part with my crook and my fold ; 94 
My ſuit, they reply'd, would be vain, | 
For her heart to all others was cold, 


. Thoſe eyes that like diamonds glow, 
| May pity more brightly, adorn ; 
ac. Unmov'd will ſhe look on my woe, 
Can paſſion unfeign'd be her ſcorn ? 
How true and how conſtant I'll prove, 
Ah! had I the heart to unfold, 
She'd deign to accept of my love, 
Tho! her heart, to all others were cold. 
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4 ABSENCE. : 
Sung by Miſs Broadhurſt, 1 


ATURE always is enchanting, ' 
| Summer fair or Winter drear ; 


1 


: Nought to aid her charms is wanting, 


When my ſoul's delight is near ; 
Spring's fair hope and Autumn's treaſure, 


In their turns enrapture me; 
Neither can afford me pleaſure, 
Abſent, deareſt youth, from thee, 


Charms I view in ev'ry flower, 


Muſic hear in ev'ry grove ; 
Pleas'd with ſun-ſhine or with ſhower, \ _ 
When I can behold my love 
Flow'rs without thee round me cluſter, 
Muſic fooths the grove in vain ; 
Yon bleſt fun beams loſe their luſtre, 
Pleaſure's ſelf i is e d to 3 


CHORUS, 
A the Opera of Juſt in Time. 


1 Voited with plen and health, 
the reſtleſs ambition ee we mile, 
Content without title or wealth: 


ERE with liberty viel, brighteſt gem of our iſle, 


When 


* — 
e 


(13) 


We riſe to ſweet ſcenes of delight ; 
Mirth pleaſantly ſoftens the toils of the day, 
And with paſtimes we welcome the night. 


k 
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S ON G. 
TRE WOODMAN, 
Sung by Mr . Banniſter, 


N freedom's happy land, 
My taſk of duty done, 
With mirth's light hearted band, 
Why not the lowly woodman one? 
0 R * 

Though fortune's ſmile our groves forſake, 

Mirth may be left behind; | 
For wealth can neither give nor take 

This treaſure of the mind, 


Let cheerfulneſs with blithſome gait, 
Trip by the peaſant's fide ; 
While care in cold and ſullen ſtate, 
i Sits on the brow of pride. 
9 


When the dawn firſt appears, and the lar tunes his lay, 


8 | b ) 


3 O N 6. 


md 


WHITHER MY LOVE, 
Sung in the Haunted Tower. 


HITHER, my love, ah! whither art thou gone? 
+ Let not thy abſence cloud this happy dawn : 
day, by thy heart, ſhall falſhood e'er be _ 
Ah! no, no, no, I judge it by my own, 


The heart he gave with ſo much care, 
Which treaſur'd in my breaſt I wear, 
Still for its maſter beats alone, 
I'm ſure the ſelfiſh thing's his own. - 


S O N s. 
| DAPHNE. 


. LAN would I fing my Daphne's face, 
Where beauty i is diſplay'd ; 
And tell of ev'ry charm and grace 
That deck the lovely maid : 
To paint her boſom wond'rous fair, 
A lily firſt T choſe; * M 
And next, to match her cheek with care, 
_ Waere a fav 'rite roſe. ; 


1402287) | 
But as 1 gaz'd freſh charms I ſpy'd, 


More ſweet at ev'ry view ; . 
The lily in her boſom dy'd, 
The roſe much fainter grew: 
Though to deſcribe her heav'nly form, 
In vain I try'd my art; 
I found her portrait nicely drawn, 
And graven on my heart. 


e? 


M | CEASE AWHILE YE WINDS TO BLOW. 
EASE awhile ye winds to blow, 
Ceaſe ye roaring ſtreams to flow; 


Huſh'd be ev'ry other noiſe, 
I want to. hear my lover's voice: 


Here's the brook, the rock, the tree, 
Hark! a ſound, I think 'tis he; 
*Tiz not he yet, night comes on, 
Where's my lovely wand'rer gone. 


Loud I'll ſpeak to make him hear, 
"Tis I who call, my love, my dear, 
The time is come why this delay, 
Alas, my wand'rer's loſt his way. 


: 0 16 5 
$ ON 6. 
tEAZING ME 30. 


HE miſt from the mountains proclaim'd it was 
morn, ' - | 

And the ſun chang'd the dew drops to pearl on the 
thorn ; | | 

The pipe and the tabor now ſweetly did ſound, 

While the birds in ſweet melody carol'd. around: 

When the youth who at wreſtling laſt e'en won the 
prize, | | 

Gently tapt at my window and bade me ariſe; 4 

Tho' I lik'd his attention, I urg'd him to go, 

And peeviſhly cry'd; don't keep teazing me fo, 


My old maiden aunt from her chamber came down, 
What! flirting with Strephon ? cry'd ſhe, in a frown; 
You'd better attend to your dairy and reel, 

Than to thoſe who profeſs whit they never can feel; 

I wiſh you'd be wiſe, and deteſt all the men — 

1 will aunt, indeed, when I'm threeſcore and ten; 

If I find, to my grave I a maiden muſt go, 

Depend on't I'll hate them for teazing me ſo, 


But ſo preſſing is Strephon, tis not to be borne, _ 
He's juſt gain'd my promiſe to meet him next morn, 
Where the nymphs and the ſwains crown'd with chap- 
— lets are ſeen, 


To hail the new May by a dance on the green: 
5 


ew oO 


(C) 


Should he kneel at my feet, and my pity implore, 
And repeat the ſoft oaths he ſo often has ſwore; 

Should he preſs me to wed, I'll, to church with him go, 
Twill cure him, I warrant, of teazing me ſo. 


8 ON G. 
MY HEART WHISPERS No. 


Sung by Miſs Wingfeld 


HILE I look round the village that harbours | 
my dear, 
Strange ſymptoms poſſeſſes my breaſt ; | 
I figh and I wreaks I languiſh — fear, a 
nd cannot tell what to do beſt; 8 
But if the dear youth ſhould be paſſing _ 
(And ſometimes it will happen fo) 
I beckon him to me, perhaps it is wrong, 
But my heart whiſpers no, no, no, no. 


If e er with another he chances to ſtray, 
'Tis ſtrange, tho' I cannot tell why, 

But ſomething compels me, and often I lays 
I wiſh 'ſead of her it was I: 

At diſtance I follow uneaſy and ſad, 
And oftentimes turn for to go; 

But, poor little thing, like a bird that is hs, 
My heart whiſpers no, no, no, no. 1 

ut, 
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He vows that each other he'll leave in the lurch, 


VVV 


But, O, with what pleaſure I ſee him at church, 
Such tenderneſs who can withſtand? 


If I'll but beſtow him my hand; 
D'ye think I'll refuſe him > kind a requeſt, 
No - truly much better I know; _ 
And the truth is the truth if it muſt be confeſt, 
My heart whiſpers no, no, no, no. 


s ONE. 
Sung by Mr. hela. 


ow le the merry bells ring round, | 
No, pe's ſhrill note and tabor found. ; " 4-8 
The mazy. 3 and mirthful ſong, 
The feſtive board and joyous throng: 
Hither bring, with frolic gay, 
To join the lovers roundeley. | 


Dull care ſhall now no more a opear, 
With languid ſtep and falling tear, 
For laughing joy with ſprightly yeſt, 
Has chas'd her far from ev'ry breaſt, 
Hither bring, with frolic gay, 

To join the lovers roundelay, 

Now let the merry bells, &c. 
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OUNG Carlos ſu'd a beauteous maid, s 
On her his happineſs ſtaking, 

She frown'd upon his love, he ſigh'd, | 
Ah me, my heart is breaking. 175 it 

She took a ſwain of large domain, 
His humble love forſaking ; 

He thought her happy, and he ſmil'd, 
Altho' his heart was breaking, 


Sung by Mrs. Crouch. | | ” | 
| 
| 
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On wealth alone few joys attend, 
She found, with anguiſh aching; 

He ſunk and gave her ſuch a look, 
Juſt as his heart was breaking. 
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Sung by Maſter Walſb. 
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EARS that exhale from the ſpring of good nature, 

Fall like the dew upon ſympathy's breaſt ; 
Wiſhes reviving bloom with freſh beauty, | 
And in gay coleurs are gaudily dreſt, 
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Yet when I think on the danger that threatens, 
Fear blights my boſom with doubts and diſmay, 


Fond expectation ſo languid and drooping, 
Fades, drops its bloſſoms, and withers away. 


L000. - 
Sung by Mr. Munden and Mrs, Martyr. 


OU, my damſel, be but kind, 
And you ne'er prove a rover; 
A truer lad you'll never find —- 
I ſo, we'll live in clover: 
Then quick away, 
EE Let's hence be gay, 
Nor think of care or ſorrow; 
But laugh and dance, 
And kiſs and play, 
To- morrow and to-morrow, 


S ON G. Fo! 


Sung by Miſs. Dall. 
| 1 
ANC paints the flatt'ring ſcene, | 
F And courage animates her mien ; 
On hope's gay pinions ſee her riſe, 
She leaves the earth to ſoar in ſkies: 
*Tis love's delufion fans her wings, 


And while ſhe ſoars ſhe cheerful ſings. 


8 O N 8. 
THE APPROACH OF MAT. 
HE virgin, when ſoften'd by May, 


Attends to the villager's vows ; 
he birds ſweetly bill on the ſpray, 


On Ida bright Venus may reign, 
Ador'd for her beauty above; 

e ſhepherds, who dwell on the plain, 
Hail May as the mother of love. 


from the Weſt as it wantonly blows, 
Fond zephyr careſſes the vine; 
The bee ſteals a kiſs from the roſe, 
And willows and-woodbines entwine : 
The pinks by the rivulet fide, 
That border the vernal alcove, 
Bend downward to kiſs the ſoft tide— 
For May is the mother of love. 


May tinges the butterfly's wing, 
He flutters in bridal array ; ' 

If the lark and the linnets now ſing, 
Their muſic is taught them by May: 

The ſtock-dove recluſe with her mate, 
Conceals her fond bliſs in the grove, 

And, murmuring, ſeems to repeat, 

That May is the mother of love, 


And poplars embrace with their baughs: 


(/ 22 MW 


The goddeſs will viſit ye ſoon, 
Ye virgins be ſportive and gay : 
Get your pipes, oh, ye ſhepherds, in tune, 
For muſic muſt welcome the day: 
Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 
And all his keen anguiſh remove? 
Let him tell a ſoft tale, and he'll fins 
3 May i is the mother of love, 


8 O N. G. NE 
WW Sung by Mr. Quick, 1 | Not 
| In 
HE heroes ſtout who dangers ſcorn, Wcail 
May boaſt their arms — tented field; ” 
Let noiſy fame their brows adoru, | And 
So I the plumed pen may wield: | 0 
Smooth inditing, ; Fon 
Flaſhy writing, SOR) be A 


Give me more pleafare ſure than kghting, 


In days of yore, fam'd Troy and Greece, 
For Helen's charms contended long : _ - 
Yet all their feats had ſlept in peace 
But for old father Homer's ſong : 
Smoothly inditing, 
Flaſhy writing, | 
Give me more pleaſure ſure than fighting, 
; | | SONG, | 
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Sung by Miſs Dall. £t: 


JEHOLD, dented their airy flight, 
I The tenants of the gaudy cage ; 
No more their warblings breathe delight, 
Y Their notes are chang'd to ſtrains of rage ; 
Had ſhould perchance, in happy hour, 
Some friendly hand leave ope the dcor, 
Eager they fly the bonds of pow'r, 
And gladly part to meet no more. 


Not ſo the bird whoſe choice is free, 
In jocund ſpring he joins his mate, 
E Gaily they range from tree to tree, 
ST Their little breaſts with joy elate : 
And if ſome ruder breeze ſhould blow, 
Or chilling rain diſturb their reſt, 
Fondly they ſhare each other's woe, 
As deſtin'd partners of one neſt, 


S ON G. 
Sung by Mrs, Blanchard. 
— freedom loſt, no more, ſweet bird, 


| In plaintive accents rue ; 
For ah! the wretch who thee betray 'd, . 
Betray'd thy Miſtreſs tbo, 
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Twas the ſame to us is both * at fea, 


| $6447 
"Thus anaduſt's i in the wily brake, 
The baneful ſerpent lies; 


And while the nymph its beauties view, 
She feels og and dies. 


s o N 6. 


Sur by Mr Wilſon. 


HEN 2 our trim veſſel we joyouly 

_ fail * 

While the glass circled round with full glee, 

King and Country to give my old friend never fail'd, 
And the toaſt was ſoon toſs d off by me: 

- Billows might daſh, 

Lightnings might Aaſh, 


If a too pow'rful foe in our track did but paſs, 
We reſolv'd both to live and die free, 
Quick we number'd her guns and for ea ch took a glaſs, 
Then a broadſide we gave her with three: 
Cannon might roar, 
Echo'd from ſhore, 
Twas the ſame to us both when at ſea, 
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- Gang by Moſer d. NS 


® ZE, 8 erown'd with flow' ra, 
.de Cupid leads the laughing tiours > 
let not r ſmile in vain, 


But, Mary bleſs thy conſtant ſwain. 


Beneath the elm trees grateful ſhade, 

heſe hands a leafy 125 have made t fen 

ad pinks and viflets form the bed  _. 
here Miry fair may reſt her head. 


Exch morn the lark on ſoaring wings = 
Her early mattins ſweet ſhall fing: 

Ind ev'ry night ſecurely bleſt, 
Sweet Philomel ſhall ſooth to reſt, 
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NOW THE WOODLAND CHORISTS ame 
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N Ne the woodland choriſts ſing, 


Beauty take her radiant {PNETGs- r 
ove adorns the wg: 25 
Youth and beauty gild the years TY 
* 0 = Seize 
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Seize the minutes as they fly, 


2 


Where ſhould honor deign to anell, _ 


ir 
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Jocund dance in feſtive wand: 
Innocence with virgin eye 


Comes with rural chaplets crown'd, 


Awful virtue keeps her ſtate, 
In the cot, or on the throne ; 
Liberty enjoys her mate, 
As fair honor holds the zone : 
Love and beauty on the wing, 
Sweep the globe, and conquer all; 
Poet, Hero, Sage, and King, 
At their ſhrine ſubmiſſive fall. 


But in freedom's happy iſle? 
Virtue here enjoys her cell, 
More than in a tyrant's ſmile : 


Where ſhowd beauty Tix her reign, 


But an love that Pow: defies ? 
. ſhall crown the ſcene, 
Whale ambition aro peand Gen. L 


s O N G. 
N 24 BRIDAL DAY. 
" Sung by Miſs Wingfuld. 
8 FTI thro” the jeſs'mine grove, 
met young William there, 


He preſs'd my hand and talk'd of love, 
Says I, pray hve a care: | 


| 3% x % j ; . \ 
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rue deuce is in you, he would ſay, 
= Why don't you name the bridal day. 


What could I do, poor fimple maid, ' 
But make this ſtrange reply, 
W1 tell you, Sir, I am afraid, © 

= And then began to ſigh: 

The deuce is in you, he would ſay, 

Why can't you name the bridal day. 


I really thought the fellow mad, 
To worry thus my life ; 9 
And yet I ſomehow lik'd the lad, Sky 
And wiſh'd to be wife; 


At laſt the deuce would have me ſay, N 
Why don't you name the bridal day. 
. | ' ' | 
. 


FOR ME MY ran. 


R me my fair a wreath has-wove, -- 
Where rival flow'rs in union meet; 
As oft' ſhe kiſs'd this gift of love, | 
Her breath gave ſweetneſs to the ſweet. 


A bee within a damafk roſe 
Had crept, the nectar' d dew to ſip; 

But leſſer ſweets the thief foregocs, - 
And fixes on Louifa's lip. 


Cao: Y Then 


2 


N | s | 
_ 22 1 PIE ROD. * by hs — #*, N hs 4 " - - 
, — —— 8 — p _—cq——a 
2 . —_— INE Q l l 


* * 
5 » 
{- o3 2 15 


"Then ming all the bloom. of ſpring _ 
Wak'd by the rip'ning breath of May; 
Tb ungrateful ſpoiler left his King, 


And Ww ith the Mer fled away. "Ts 
: | | ad” 4 . 
, | 8 Oo N G. 
dan BANKS OF FORTHA- 


he pow rather rule the plain, 
1 Wöbere ſweetly winding N. 2 82 
 PonduR me to her banks again, h 
: Ta Since there my charming-Mary bides: 
Theſe banks that breathe their vernal Nate 
Were ev'ry ſmiling beauty meets; FS | 
Where Mary's charms adorn. the plain, 5 
* Aa cheer the heart of ev'ry ſwain, ſe; 


volte in the thick embow' ring groves, 
5. „ Whene birds their muſic chirp l 
Alternatehy they ſing their loves, 
And Fortha's faireſt me'nders view'd: 
6 {fc meadows wore a gen'ral ſmile, 

= Loye was our; banquet all the while; 
The lovely proſpect charm'd the eye 
os here the ocean met the ſky. 


| Once on the graſſy bank reclin d, 

Where Fortha ran in murmurs * 
It was my happy chance to find 

The charming * lulrd r 
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My "TW then leap'd with inward bliſs, 

] ſoftly Roop'd and ſtole a kiſs; 1 r 
She wak d, ſhe blufh'd, ſhe gently bland, Ed! 
Why, Damon, are you not aſham 5 | | 
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Ye fylvan pow'rs, ye rural * Fr b 
To whom we ſwains our cares part. : £08 
Reſtore me to thoſe bleſs'd abodes, , a7 4-8 
And eaſe, oh! eaſe my love- ſick „ A Al 
Theſe happy days again reſtore, _ F 
When Mall and I ſhall part no more:: SLE | 7 


When the ſhall fill theſe longing arms, Nö * 
And 2 7 5 my * with all com: ger ta 
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A BRAES OF BALLENDEAM. 25 1 


One ev'nirfg reclin'd to diſcover his pain; 

ſad yet ſo ſweetly he warbled his woe, 3 
The winds ceas'd to breathe and the fountains to flow; 
Rude winds with compaſſion could hear him complain, 
Yet Chloe, leſs gentle, was deaf to his pain. ** 


BB dee a green ſhade a lovely young luis, 


How happy, he cry'd, my moments once flew, 
Ere Chloe's bright charms firſt flaſn'd on my view: 
'Theſe 1 then, with a the dawn could ſur- 


Nor mild the fair morning more cheerful than they ; : 
Now ſcenes of diſtreſs. pleaſe only my fight, 


I ficken in pleaſure, _— 8 in light. 
3. 


Three“ 
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Turo dana in vain, relief I SPI 

All, all but cenſpire my grief to renew; 

From ſun-ſhine to zephyrs and ſhades we repair, 
To ſunſhine we fly from too piercing an air: 
But love's ardent fever burns always- the ſame, 
No winter can cool it, no ſummer inflame. 


But ſee, the pale moon all clouded retires! 

The. breezes grow cool, not Strephon's deſires ! 

I fly from the dangers of tempeſt and wind, N 
et nouriſh the madneſs that preys on my mind: 

Ah! wretch, how can life be worthy thy care 

Since ue its moments but lengthens deſpair. 


— 


— 


— — 
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SA MERRY.AS WE IWA HAE BIN 
== A L455 chat was laden with care, 
_— | Sat heavily under yon thorn ; 
I liſten'd awhile for to hear, 
When thus ſhe began for to mourn; 
. *Whene'er my dear ſhepherd was here, 
3 The birds did melodioully ſing; 
And cold nipping winter did wear 
A face that reſembled the ſpting: 
Sae merry as we twa hae been, 
Sae merry as we twa hae been, 
My heart it is like for to break 
"When 1 think on the days we 90 ſeen. 


* Oar * 
* N 


2 5 n 


Ye pow'rs what pain do I endure, 
Boon as the ruddy morn diſplay'd, 


I met betimes my lovely maid, 


r 
1 


Our flocks feeding cloſe ſide by fide, . N 


He gently preſſing my hand, 
I view'd the wide world in its pride, 


And laugh'd at the pomp of command: 


My dear, he would oft' to me ſay, 
What makes you hard-hearted tome? 


Oh! why do you thus turn away 


From him who is dying for thee? 
Sac merry, &c. | bo bf 


| But now he is far from my fight, . | 


And perhaps a deceiver may prove, 


Which makes me lament day and night, 


That ever I granted my love; 
At eve, when the reſt of the folk 
Are merrily ſeated to ſpin, _. 
I ſet myſelf under an oak, 
And heavily figh for him. 
dae merry, &c. 


* F * 
"i — 
a. . * 
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THE LAST TIME 1 CAME O'ER THR MOOR, 
* 


HE laſt time I came oer the moor, | 18 
J left my love behind me; , 
When ſoft ideas mind me: 
The beaming day enſuing, 


In fit retreats for wooing. 
* e 


RF | 32 ) 


Beneath the codling ſhade we lay, 
Gazing and-chaſtely ſporting ; 
We kiſs d and promis'd time away, 
'Till night ſpread her black curtain : 
I pitied all beneath the ſkies,  - * 
Een kings when ſhe was nigh me: 
- In rapturesIbeheld her eyes, 1 
Which could but ill deny me. 


Should T be call'd where cannons roar, 
WMbere mortal ſteel may wound me:; 
Or caſt upon ſome foreign ſhore, 
| Where dangers may ſurround me; 
Yet hopes again to ſee my love, 
Io feaſt on glowing kiſſes, 
Shall make my care at diſtance move, 
In proſpect of ſuch bliſſes. 


; In all my ſoul there's not one place 
I Tolet arival enter; | 
Since ſhe excels in ev'ry grace, 
In her my love ſhall center: 
Sooner the {eas ſhall ceaſe to flow, 
Their wayes the Alps to cover ; 
On Greenland's ice ſhall roſes grow, 
Before I ceaſe to loye her. | 


© 


The next time I gang o'er the moor, 

\ She ſhall a lover find me: 
> And that my faith is firm and pure, 

Tho' I left her behind me: | 


Then Hymen's ſacred bonds ſhall chain 
My heart to her fair boſom ; 
There, while my being does remain, 


My Jove more freſh ſhall bloſſom, 


— 


1 
C 38 ) 
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NE day I heard Mary ſay, 
How ſhall Lleave thee? 
Stay, dear Adonis, ſtay, 9 2 
474 wilt thou grieve me7 
Alas! my fond heart will break, 
If thou ſhould leave me 
III live and die for thy fake, * 
Yet never leave the. 


+ 


Say, lovely Adonis, ſay 
Has Mary deceiv'd thee; 

Did e'er her young heart betray: 
New. love to grieve thee ? 

My conſtant mind ne'er ſhall firay,. 
Thou may believe me; 

Ill love thee, lad, night and day, 
And never leave thee, 


Adonis, my charming youth, 
What can relieve thee? 
Can Mary thy anguiſh ſooth, 
This breaſt ſhall receive thee 3. 
My paſſion can ne er decay, 
Never deceive thee; ; | — 
Delight ſhall drive pain away, 
Pleaſure revive thee. 
Cs. 


I'LL NEVER LEAVE THEE. 


Bup 


1 842 
But leave thee, lad, leave thee, lad, 

Ho ſhall Ileave thee? 

O, that thought makes me ſad ? 

I' never leave thee: | 

Where would my Adonis fly, 
Why does he grieve me? 
Alas! my poor, heart will die, 

If T ſhould leave thee. 


ib 
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5 TWEED SIDE. 


HAT beauties does Flora diſcloſe, | 
How ſweet are her ſmiles upon Tweed; 
Yet Mary's ſtill ſweeter than thoſe, 
Both nature and fancy exceed: Wa 
No daiſy, nor ſweet bluſhing roſe, 
Nor all the gay flow'rs of the field, 
Nor Tweed gliding gently thro' thoſe, 
Such beauty and pleaſure does yield. 


The warblers are heard in the grove, 

8 The linnet, the lark, and the thruſh, 
The black-bird, and ſweet cooing dove, 
5 With muſic enchant ev'ry buſn: 
= - Come, let us go forth to the mead, 
= Lt us ſee how the primroſes ſpring, 
We'll lodge in fome village on Tweed, | 

And love while the feather'd folks fings 


How 


8 


5; | BY _ 
How does my love paſs the long day, i 
Does Mary not tend a few ſheep ? 
Do they never careleſsly ftray,, 
While, happily ſhe lies aſleep? + 
Tweed's murmurs ſhould Jull her to reſt, - 
Kind nature indulging my bliſs ; ; 
To relieve the ſoft pain of my 
I'd ſteal an ambroſial Kiſs, 


"Tis ſhe does the virgins excell, - 
a No beauty with her may compare; 
Love's graces around her do dwell, 
She's faireſt where thouſands are fair : 
Say, charmer, where do thy flocks ſtray, 
Oh, tell me, at noon where they feed; 
Shall I ſeek them on ſweet winding Tay, 
Or pleaſanter banks of the Tweed. 


' SURELY WOMAN'S A POW'REFUL CREATURE, 


| Sung by Mr. Quick. 


URELY woman #a yow'rful creature, 
In ev'ry ſtage of her life; -_ 


So arm'd at all points by dame nature, 
As maiden, miſs, widow, or wiſe: 
In her bloom ev'ry glance ſhe-ſhoots thro? you, 
Ever after her-larum's well ſtrung 
And ſure is that force. to ſubdue you 
Which ſhifts from 13 eye to the tongue. 
| 6 


sone. 
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* _ THE REQUEST» 


F wine and muſic have the pow'r 
_ To eaſe the ſickneſs of the foul ; ; 
Loet Phoebus evry ſtring explore, | 
93 And Bacchus fill the mighty bowl: 

1 Let them their friendly aid employ, 
WE | To make my Chloe's abſence light, 
ud ſeek for pleaſure to deſtro y 

. The forrow's of the live long night. * 


But ſhe to-morrow will return, 
Venus be thou to-morrow great; 


. = Thy myrtles ſtrew, thy odours burn, 5 
= And meet my fav'rite nymph i in ſtate, | 
El - Kind goddeſs, to no other pow'rs _ j 
5 et us to-morrow's bleſſing own ; 
. Thy darling love ſhall guide the hours, 
2 And all the day he thine alone. 
34 — = 
7 s 0 N G. 
* | NLESS. with my Amanda en, 
4 In vain'I twine the woodbine rt 
1. Unleſs to deck her ſweeter breaſt, 
In vain. I rear the breathing flow'r, 
Ee" — Awaken d 


Ch: > 


Awaken'd by the genial year, 
In vain the birds around me ſing: 
In vain the freſh'ning fields appear, 


Without my love there is no ſpring. 


S O N G. 
THE NEW FRIEND AND PITCHER, 
HE filver moon that ſhines-ſo bright, 
I ſwear with reaſon is my teacher ; 


And if my minute glaſs runs right, + 
We've time to drink another pitcher : 


"Tis not yet day, tis not yet day, IM 
Then why ſhould we forſake good liquor; 
Until the ſun beams. round us play, 0 


Let's jocund puſh about the pitcher. 


They ſay that I muſt work all day, 
And ſleep at night, to grow much richer, 
But what is all the world can fay, | 
Compar'd to mirth, my friend and pitcher, 
_ *Tis not yet day, &c. 


Tho' one may boaſt a handſome wife, 
; Let ſtrange vagaries may bewitch her; 
Unvex'd I live a cheerful life, 
And boldly call for t'other pitcher, 
\ "Tis not yet day, &c, 19 


> * 
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1 te owe 2 hearty man, Fe 
o ſneaking-milk ſop jemmy wither 
Who loves a laſs and loves a glaſs, 
And boldly calls for t other 3 
"Tis not * bee. 


— , 
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FAIRER THAN THE OP NING LH.IES.. | 
Tuer than the op ning lilies, 
Sweeter than the morning roſe ;. 


Are the blooming charmgof Phillis, 
Richer ſweets does ſhe. diſeloſe. 


Long ſecur'd from Cupid's pow'r,. | 
Soft repoſe ſhall tall my breaſt ; 
Till i in one ſhort fatal hour, 


She depriv'd my ſoul of reſt. 


Cupid, god of pleaſing anguiſh, | 
From whoſe ſhafts I bleed and burn, | 


Teach, O teach the maid to langeiſh, 


Strike fair Phillis.in her turn. 


From that moment in her breaſt, 

Soon to pity ſhe'll incline; : 
And, to give her boſom reſt, 

. Kindly. heal he wound in mine... 


cw). 
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' WHEN FIRST THE YOUTH HIS FEARS FORSOOE> 


HEN firſt the youth his fears forſook, 
And that he bod I fondly heard, 

What ſweetneſs was in every look, 

What eloquence in ev'ry word! 
From her whole ſtore to make me bleſt, 

Did for tune bid me chuſe; 
How gladly would I all the reſt 

For love and him refuſe, 


„ . 


THE WEDDING, par, 


WI virgin or ſhepherd, in valley or grove, 
Will envy my innocent lays; . 
The ſong of the heart and the offspring of love, 
When ſung in my Corydon's praiſe: 
O'er brook and o'er brake as he hies to the bow'r, | 
How lightſome my ſhepherd can trip; 1 
And ſure when of love he deſcribes the ſoft pow r. | 
The honey-dew drops from his Up. 


How 


ö 
| 


tens 

How ſweet 1s the primroſe, the violet how ſweet, 
And ſweet is the eglantine breeze; 

But Corydon's Kiſs, when by. moonlight we meet, 
To me is far ſweeter than theſe: ; 

I I bluſh at his raptures, I hear all his vows, 
I figh when] offer to ſpeak, 
And, oh! what delight my fond bofom oerflows, 
Wen I feel the __ touch of his cheek. 


\ 


| Reſponſive and {bril be the notes from the ſpray, bl 
Let the pipe thro” the village reſound, 
Be ſmiles in each face, O ye ſhepherds to days. 
| And ring the bells merrily round: 
| _ Your favors prepare, my companions, with i pred, | 
Aſſiſt me my bluſhes to hide, 
A twelvemoth ago on this day I a greed, | 
Tobe my loy'd 3 8 bride. „„ 


7 
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; THE FIRST PASSION, 


OW happy the feaſon of childhood 1 
4 Er Thoſe hours of nenne, thofe fraooth glid- 


MY ., Jt 

When the heart knows no forrom, diſturb'd ” no. 
guile, 

And the he tear if it trickles, i is 22 by a ſmile. 


Farewell 


1 
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Farewell to that peace which indiff rence beſtows, 
Love pierces my boſom and wounds my repoſe: 


My paſſions to ſtifle I'm forc'd to deceive, 
But, tho' ſmiles maſk my ſorrows, they cannot relieve. 
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ur DIAR MOLLY, 


| Y dear Molly, 
Oh, what ſolly 
That I love you as I do: 
Pray believe me, 
Don't deceive me, 
Tu be ever kind and true. 


4 1 ” 55 2 - ry 
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Oh, what bliſſes, 
In your kiſſes, | 
Let me taſte, nay, don't be coy ; 
Come, careſs me, "ek -v M 
Do now bleſs me, 53S 
In your arms I'd die with joy. 


—ͤ SO — — 
— md » 
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 ANNA'S BOWER, | 
Sung by Maſter Mutlow. 


LOW, blow, thou furnmer's breeze, 
Oh, gently fan the trees 
That form yon fragrant bow'r; 
Where Anna, lovelieſt maid, 
On nature's carpet laid, 

Enjoys the cooling hour : 
Hence, hence, ye objects foul, 
The beetle, bat, and owl, 

The hag-worm, newt, and ads 


Zut fairy elves unſeen, 


May gambol o'er the green, 
And circle her abode. 


Shed, ſhed thy ſweeteſt beams, 


In party colour'd ſtreams, 
Thou fount of heat and light: 
No, no, withdraw thy ray, 
Her eyes effuſe a day, 
As-kind, as Warm, as bri ght: 
Breathe, breathe thy ·˖[˖ò„ May, 
Ye flow'rs, your homage pay, 
To one more fair and ſweet; 
Ye opening roſe buds ſhed, _. 
With fragrance twine her head ; 
Ye lilies kiſs her feet, 


i 
Flow, flow, thou chryſtal rill, 
With tingling gurgles fill, 
The mazes of the grove: 
And, ſhould thy murmuring em, 
Invite my love to dream, 
O may ſhe dream of love: 
Sing, ſing, ye feather'd choir, 
And melt to fond deſire, 

Her too obdurate breaſt : 
Then, in that tender hour, 
Tl ſteal into the bow'r, 

And teach her to be bleſt. 


— 
s © N 6. 
THE ROSE TREE; 


ROSE TREE in full bearing, 
Had ſweet flowers fair to ſee; 
ne roſe beyond comparing, 
For beauty attracted me: 
Tho? eager then to win it, 
Lovely, blooming, fair, and gay, 
I found a canker in it, 
And now throw it far away. 


How fine this morning early. 
All ſunſhine clear and bright! 
So late I loy'd you dearly, 

Tho loſt now each fond delight: 


(44) 


* ; 
The clouds ſeem big with ſhowers, . 
Sunny beams no more are ſeen ; 
Farewell ye fleeting hours, Rs 
Tour falſhood has 110 the ee | 
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THE ALL OF LIFE 18 Love, woo 
© Sung in the Lord of the Manor, 
W. ertt this humble roof I knen. 


With various cares I trove, | | 
grain was ſcarce, my ſheep were few . 
15 2 of life was love: i Va 
By mutual toil our board was dreſs'd, 3 
The ſpring our drink beſtow d,. FY 
But when her lip the brim had preſs'd 
The cup with nectar flow'd, 


Content and peace the Welling har d, 
No other gueſt came nigh, 

| In them was giv'n, tho gold was ſpar'd, 
} What gold could never buy ; 
| No value has a ſplendid lot, 
1 But as the means may prove, 
| That from the caſtle to the cot 

2 The all of life is love. 
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SYMPATHY, 


OR tenderneſs framed in life's early day, 
A parent's ſoft ſorrows to mine led the way; 
The leſſon of pity was caught from her eye, 

And e'er words were my own, I ſpoke in a figh. 


The nightingale plunder'd, the mate widow'd dove, 
The warbled complaint of the ſuffering grove, ' 
To youth as it ripen'd gave ſentiment new, 

The object ſtill changing, the ſympathy true. 


Soft embers of paſſion ſtill reſt in a glow, 
A warmth of more pain may this breaſt never know! 
Or, if too indulgent the bleſſing I claim, 

Let the ſpark drop from reaſon that wakens the flame. 


- 


L006. 7. 
| BEPHYR AND THE ROSE, 


HEN zephyr, who ſighs for the lover's ſoft bliſs, 
Salutes.by ſurpriſe the coy roſe, | 
Averting her head ſhe declines the fond kiſs, 
Her beautiful lips ſtrive to cloſe! | 
CSS, | Though 


Though all wildnes the earth, of fch fragrance pſ 


Ah! bid him beware, leſt a moment of joy, 


be rogue hears ſage prudence, not ſeeming to hear, 


1 
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ſeſs d, 
Tranſ ported he feeds on her breath, 
Nor, thoughtleſs, reflects, while he feels himſelf bleſt 
To her who thus bleſſes tis . 


Now, cloſer he preſſes '=Unable to \ wind 
What muſt the dear; innocent feel 


Alarm him, ye dew drops that roll down each cheek, 


Her anguiſh entreat him to heal: 


(Of joy, ſpite of honor obtain'd) ; 
The- peace of two minds in a-moment deſtroy, 
That peace which can ne er be regain d. 


And feels tho' not ſeeming to feel; 

His lips check the courſe of each delicate tear, 
Then labour her anguiſh to heal: 

The breath juſt exhauſted by one ſtolen kiſs, 
A thouſand chaſte kiſſes reſtore: 


And, crimſon'd with bluſhes, her beauty and bliſs 


Grow IR and leſſen no more, 


TAE OAK. 


: Sung in the Noodman. 


T3 ſapling oak loſt in the dell, 


Where tangled brakes its beauties ſpoil, 
| ry infant ſhoot repel, . 
2 Dp hopeleſs o'er the exhauſted ſoil ; 


. 


Go) 


u length the woodman clears around, 
Where'er the noxious thickets ſpread, 


ad high from the reviving ground, 
The een 8 nn e his head. 
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KISSING. 


Sung in the Moodman. 


ERE's ſamething i in kiſſing, I cannot tell why, 
Makes my heart in a tumult j Jump more than | 
breaſt high: 
For nine times in ten, 
So teazing, 
And pleafing, © \ 
We find thoſe rude creatures, the dear kiſſing men, 
That we wiſh it repeated again and again, 


Though a kiſs op my breath, oh! how little Py | i 
Since a waman at ſome time or other muſt die? f 
For nine times in ten, : f 

. So teazing, 
And pleaſing, 7 
We find thoſe rude creatures,the dear killing men, = 
That we with it . again and again. 


. 
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THE WAND'RING SAILOR, 
Sung by Mr. Ban er. 


A competence in life to gain; 
Undaunted braves the ſtormy ſeas, 
To find at length content and eaſe: 
In hopes, when toil and danger's o er, 


J To anchor on his native ſhore, 


# 
\ 


4 


When round the ok jovial crew, 
The early ſcenes of youth renew, 
Tho' each his fav'rite fair will boaſt, 
This is the univerſal toaſt 


May we, when toil and danger's oer, | | 
Caſt anchor on his native ſhore. . 


* 


wand' ring failor ploughs the main, 


When winds blow hard and mountains roll, 
And thunders ſhake from pole to pole; 
Tho' dreadful waves ſurrounding foam, 
Still flatt'ring fancy wafts him home; 
In hopes, when toil and dangers oer, 
To anchor on _ native Ihe. 3 


SONG. 
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MARY OF THE DALE, 


a \ Sing at Raneldgg l. 
, Was at the cool and fragrant hour, 


1 
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—_— 4 3 f 4 * 
* 


— D 


FB, 

When ev'ning ſteals upon the ſky, | 4 

When lovers ſeek the ſilent bow'r, _ r= 
Young William taught the grove to ſigh: 4 


Were like the flowery vale, 3 a 4 
Yet, did he figh, and all for lde „elne 
Of Mary of the Dale. A Baſis 1 | W 
1 Sn. My] 955 TIE 
When o'er the mountain peeps ; the * 

Oppreſs d with grief he'd often ſtray PDA Le 
O'er rifing hill and | flowery A,, line. 
To ſigh and weep his cares away: 
Tho he had charms to win each fair n 3; HA 
That dwells within the vale, e ee e 

Yet did he ſigh, and all for love 
Of Mary of the Dale. | 


T 12 * * 8" 4 — ; 
His keay'rily form and beauteous air, = 
; "= 

4 
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The merry dance, hehe fat 225 g. hy 1 
Id now no more a charm t? 5 Ln vet & 
No more his hours glide fmooth along, " 


For grief lay heavy at his heart: 
His cheeks, where health with beauty glow'd, 
Was like the primroſe pale; 
Sighing he dy'd, and all for love 
_ Mary of the Dale. 
= SONG. 


And the farm 1 now hold on 
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"ERE Ro THE'HUGE OAK, 


- . » ö 
58 | Sg dy Mr. ue. | 


RE aroymd the huge oak that verdadons v. 
The fond i oy a dard t 10entwine; 1 


Exe the church was a ruin that nods on the hill,” 


Or the rook built his n on the 2 57 


* 
* 


Could I trace beck he e 


Since my forefathers toil'd in this field: 
our honor's „ 
Afacher "tll'd. . 1 


Is the ſame that m 


le dying dequeath'd to his ſon a good name, 
Which unſullied deſcended to me, i 

Tor my child I've preſerv d it unblemiſh d with bm, 
And it Rill * wh ſhall be * 


07 


—ñ 


22 90 


— — e579 


1 C; ot ) 


H pre gol G. 
Th VILLAGERS. 


| Sung in the Battle of Hexham, | 


RIFTED flow no more is ſeen, 

Bluſt'ring winter paſſes by; 

Merry ſpring comes clad in green 7 

While woodlarks pour their melody) 

I hear him, hark, 
The merry lark, 

Calls us to the new mown hay 

Piping to our roundelay, 


When the golden ſun appears, 
On the mountain's ſurly brow, 
When his jolly beams he rears 
Darting joy behold them now— 1 
Then, Oh hark, "74 
The merry lark 
Calls us to the new mown hay, {4 
Piping to our roundelax. F 


M1 

When the village-boy to feld, 4 be | 

Tramps it with his buxom, laſs; 3 1 

Feign ſhe would not ſeem to yield, 14 
Yet gets tumbled on the gra(s: 

Then, then, oh hark, 

The merry lark, 

While they tumble in the hay, 

, Pipes alone his roundelay. 


D2 What 


6362) | 
What are honors ? what's a court ? 
3% Calm content is worth them all; 
= Our honor lies in cudgel ſport, 
1 Our brighteſt court a greenſward ball: 
Then, then, oh hark, 5 
The merry lark, . . - . - | 7 
2 Calls us to the new mown hay, 
x Piping to our Wande. __ 05 „ 
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WHAT BOOTS IT © ks THY $0LDIER LIES. 


. 5885 e g nd 


: 


HAT hai it ons thy foldier lies 7 
Fond regret is folly; :; 


y O'er the files why ſtray thine eyes? 
Weeping widow” d Polly. | 


On the bridge he Na fell, e 
I may fall to-morrow: 

His death became a ſoldier well, 
Mourner Fn thy ſorrow. N ay 


. 
* 3 NM 


3 | Ere night * ſorrows funk to reſt] | ws 
=. Pale grew the roſe of beauty; ; 
| Ys And _ the hand her ſoldier Pet; N 
When call'd at daun on n 
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s o N s. A 
ru jors - AN HUMBLE STATE, wh 9 
Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


4 


OW happily my life. I led, 
Without a day of ſorrow ; 
To plow and ſow; 
To reap and mow, 
No care beyond to-morrow : 
n heat or cold, in wet or dry, 
never grumbled, no, not I: 0 131 
My wife, tis true, bt Ne 4 
Laves words a fe-: 
What then ?—1 let her prate; 
or ſometimes ſmooth, and ſometimes rough, 
found myſelf {till rich enough, 1-1 
In the joys of an humble ſtate, ' - 


but when with law I craz'd my head. Þ 
I loſt both peace and pleaſure; 1 7 9 
Long ſays te hear, 11 g 
To ſearch and ſwear, Pr N 
And plague beyond all meaſuree , 
One grievance brought another on, 3 
y debts increaſe, my ſtock is gone: A 1 
My wife, ſhe ſays | | b 
Our means 'twill raiſe, Lv: 0 
What then? Tis idle prate: 


or ſometimes ſmooth, and ſometimes rough, 
found myſelf {till rich enough, 
In the j Joys of an humble ſtate. - | 


D3 >>" "RG 


( : 


e 


Py ohm ; 
S ON . 
12 1 8 Tz | 4 - pt L 0 f 7 


+EN VERITE, : 


% 


Sag by Ms Wage, N 


HEN fixteen years F had attain'd, 
My mother gave conſent, | 
a That I fine folks and fights would ee, 5 | 
x So up to town I went: 
Wich words and manners alt polite. / | 
I home return'd ſo gays No ] 
Poor Strephon cry'd, you're aler'd quite, 
Says I, — verite. 35 ER” 


Alas! 1 find you re changed; 3 ”y 
"IS Another maid I'll ſeek; 1 
if Do ſo, ſays I, d'ye think, fond ſwain, 

: For you my heart TI break? 
4 To Mira now, ſays he, my hand 
3 And heart TIl give away; 
= At that indeed, with all my cone 
=” 1 lich d En verite. 


be not ſo raſh, gear youth, ory'$/1, 
Indeed I did but jeſt; 
Of all the nymphs you know, fays he, | 
"Tis you I love the beſt: 
To yonder church then let's repair, 
0 I could not then ſay, nay; 
But vow'd obedience, love, and truth, 


I did En verite. 


SONG, 
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N the world's crooked, in I've. been, 


There to ſhare in life's gloom my poor part, 
The ſunſhine that ſoſten'd the ſoene 


Was, a ſmile from the girl of. my heart. 


( * 


Not a ſwain when the lark quits her neſt, 
But to labour with gke will depart, 

If at eve he expects to be bleſt, 
With a ſmile from the girl of his hears.” 


Come then eroſſes and cares as they Ys 
Let my mind ſtill this maxim im 

That the comfort, of man's fleeting d: 7, 
Is a ſmile from the girl'0 1 his heart. 


Ds... SONG. 
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8 O N G. 


— 


' EDWARD AND CITTY. 


ED oft' had brav'd the field of battle, 
Had oft endur'd the hardeſt woe; * 

Had been where deep mouth'd cannons rattle, 

And oft” been captur'd by the ſoe: 
His heart was kind, to far a ſtranger, 

The name of Briton was his pride; 
He nobly 5 to ſhrink . danger 

And un à bed of honor dy'd: * TO 
For, ſays Ned, whate'er befals, 3 Sg 
A Briton ſcorns to flinch'or whine;  _ 
He'll cheerful go where duty calls 
And brave all ills but ne er repine. 


Ty g * od f 1 
440 - . « 


Ned lov'd ſincere his charming Kitty, 
She ſaw with tears her ſoldier go; 

She pray'd kind heay'n to lend her pity, 

And ſhield her Edward from the foe: 

My love, he cried, thy grief give over, 

; Thoſe tears diſgrace a ſoldier's bride ; 

But hapleſs Kitty loſt her lover, 


% 
* 


Who on a ved of honor died. 
Por, ſays Nod, &e. 
N * 


SONG. 
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8 O N G. 
© HOWI LONG TO BE A BRIDE, 


OUNG William is the ſweeteſt youth, 

That e'er to maid proteſted truth ; 
Whene'er he's by my heart is light, 
But heavy when he's out of fight : 
I know not how, but fo it is, 7 
F often wiſh that I were his; 9157 
Ah! ſweet would then the minutes glide - 
O how I wiſh to de a bride. Ann 


My father 8 my mother "Vial 00 
My brother raves, my ſiſter cants, 
Aunts, uncles, couſins; all agree, 
That William's not the lad for me: - 
But ſure they do not know me well, 0 
To think I mind what ſtuff they tell; | 
That he is not muſt yet be try'd— 
O how I long to be a bride. 


Next Sunday, when they” re all at church, \ 
By Jove we'll leave them in the lurch ; 
"Tis then the time we've;fix'd to go, 195 
Where each relation little know: „* | 
But ſure it is they'll burn with ſpleen, _ 
. To find we're off for Gretna-Green. . ._. 7 
And then we fhall, whate' er betide— 
e eee YE 
wu? | * 


4 . | | Ds. 
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S O N G. 
NOW OR NEVER, 


Sung by Mrs. 1 


8 s Aning t 'other day! 0 
] met with handſome Harry, 
Who truly quite audacious grown, 
Requeſted would 1 marry: 


But when 1 told him, no not I, 


He figh'd and look'd fo clever, 


I culd oa ſaid, I know not why, 


Come, take me now or never. 


Poor Harry ery d, ſweet girl forbear, 


Take pity on my paſſion : 
Indeed, ſaid J, Sir, are you there? 
Deceit is all the faſhion : 
But oh, he ſwore, he'd fooner die, 
Than give me up for ever; 
Why dilly dally then, thought I, 
Come, take me now or never. 


2” Fs; 


But all] ald ole noneht avail, 


The fly, the rogufſtr Harry; 
So preſs'd Ws fon his tender tale, 
Poor I. agreed to marry : 


I I could not leave him in the Nen, 


Who pleaded love ſb clever 


x 0 ſmiling cry'd, pray lead to church, 


Come, take me noi br never. 
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S O NS. 


T NEVER CAN LOVE NONE BUT YOU, 


Y mind 15 diftrated, my heart $ in a Jamey 
My ſenſes are quite led aſtray; | 
The villagers chide me and ſay Tm to blame, 
For being leſs. happy than they: 
But taunts and reproofs I can eafily bear, 
So thou, my ſweet Nancy be true; - 
For this I proteſt and moſt ſolemnly wear, | 
J never can love none but you. 


whenever requeſted to join in the dance, . 
At eve on the green, or the fair; A 

Both timid and flowly I'm ſure to advanck,” 
If Nancy, ſweet Nancy's not there: 

- But, oh! if I ſee her among the gay throng, 
My breaſt glows with rapture anew, 

My heart is elated, and this is my fong,. 
I never can love none; but you. W 


My fair is diveſted of guile and A 
In her all the virtues combine: 
Aud ſurely the journey of life would be Tweet, 
Would: Naney, dear Nancy be mine: 
Come then, lovely girl, to my wiſhes agree, 
And love's gentle mandate purfue: 4) 
My heart ne'er ean wander, ſweet Nancy, unde, 
1 never can love 8 e ec 
Nr 80 NG 


; „ Ar 
9 . EIA * 


— — 


2 8 


660) 


© 


S ON 6. 
MAKE AN END ON'T, 
Sung by Miſs Mili. 


Nor long 3 the cloſe of day, 
When weary Sol was waining, 
Reclin'd upon a flow'ry brae 
Young Sandy ſat complaining : 
Oh what a gowk was I to love, 
Sa mickle time to ſpend on't ; 
Since Meg will neither kinder prove, 
Nor frankly make an end on 


Linee Meg began to ſeowl and ſlyte,, 


And tc xture me with. ſcorning; . * 23> 


1 joyleſs gang to bed at night, £ 
And riſe with grief at morning: | 
But let her flout and light my love,, at hid 


For troth ſhe may depend on't, % -M 


If ſhe's unkind I'll ſcornful prove, | | 
And. ſo will make an end on't. | 


4 1 
Nor ſcarce had Sandy utter'd this,. 8 3 
'Ere- Meg appear d, whoſe beauty wt Fol 
Four tray d the ſcenes of future bliſs, e 
And. brought him to his duty: 8 
Oh take my heart, dear Meg, ſaid ge. 
Indeed you may depend ont, ne 


Then led her to the kirk with glee, 
And there they made an en N ; 
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S8 O NG. 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER. 


Sung by Mr. Grey. 


"HE vainly ambitious may proudly recite, 
Their glory in arms and their ardor in flight ; 
Relate the deſtruction they hurl'd. on the foe, 
And boaſt of the conqueſts attending each blow: 
Such pompous effuſions belong not to me, 


Old England defending I fought to be free, 


Truly brave is the foldier, poſſeſſing a breaſt, + 
Where mercy reſides to relieve the diſtreſs'd ; 

Or, viewing with pity the bloody ſtain'd blade, 
Heaves a figh at the havoc his valor had made; 
And when in gay triumph his captives are led, 
Drops a tribute to nature—a tear for the dead. 


; commiſſion d with carnage the balls ſwiftly fly, 

i Poor me they ve bereft of a limb and an eye; 
But why at their lofs ſhould I weakly repine, 

a They are lent to the wars, only gone for a time, 

N And when from death's ſhumber, I'm bade to awake, 

Return'd to their home their old ſtations will take. 


| Should new conflicts ariſe and my King want fapport 
: To the ſtandard of honor I'll cheerful Fwy 7; 9 
Tho? partly diſabled no dangers III fly, 

Tis the as Pu of a ſoldier to conquer or die: 

But. if heav'n indulgent will grant my requeſt, 
Wich peace, lovely peace may we ever be bleſt. 


8. 


e 


S ON G. 


THE BANKS OF TWEED, 
Sung by Mifs. Leary. 


UST when» the blooming, fragrant ſpring, -- - - 
+ \Proclaim'd the near approach of May: 
en in the grove the blackbirds fling, - 
Their cheerful notes on ev'ry ſpray : 
Young Sandy faught the rural green, 
The ruſtic dance, the rural reed : 
And Jenny's charms firſt caught his een, 
Upon the verdant banks of Tweed. 


She was ſaefairfae blithe a laſs, - 
She danc'd and mov'd like any queen: 
Her ſmiles would May-day morn ſurpaſs, 
And laughing love was in her een: 
From roſy morn to night he'd rove, 
And to ſaſt ſtrains be tun'd his reed.. 
He ſung of honny Jane and love, 
Upon the verdant banks of Tweed. 


The god of lave was Sandy's friend, 
And look d wi” gentle pity down, 
A pointed dart did quickly ſenl, 
And mage the bonny laſs his own : 
More fair and dear fince marriage vow, 
To her and love he tunes his reed; _ 
In ſweet. delights they revel now. 


Upon the, verdant banks of Tweed. = 
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SO N G. 
CHARMING VILLAGE MAID, 


Sung i in the Farmer, 


ARMING village maid, 
If thou wilt be mine, 
In wy and pearls array d, 
All my wealth is thine : 
If not enjoy d with thee, | 
ien nature's beauties fade: 
Sweeteſt do but lovè me, 
Charming village maid. 


Had Lyon ſhepherd's care, 
Your lambs to feed and fold, 
The dog - ſtar heat I'd: bear, 
And winter's piercing cold: 
Well pleas'd I'd toil for thee, 
A. harrow, flail, or ſpade; 
Sweeteſt do but love me, 


This morn, at early dawn, 
had a hedge-roſe wild; - 
Its ſweets perfum'd: the Jaw. 
Pas ſportive natura schild: t 
My lovely fair, for there 


'Franſplanted from the gies. 
My — love me, 


Charming village maid. 


kT 
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S O N. 
THE DEATH OF POOR JACK. 


Sung by Mr. Moulds. - 


R Jack, whoſe gay heart kept his rise, 

And ever gave mirth its full due; | 

Who ſadneſs deſpis'd nor to grieve was ſo ſoft, 
Which made him the life of the crew: 

Having weather'd the tempeſt of ocean and fate, 
Diſdaining all hardſhips and fear, 

Haſten home to his Poll, with his true hearted mate 
To be laid up in pleaſure” s ſnug tier: 

With a good ſore of ſhiners his cheſt was ſupply d, 
Says he, now Fm on the right tack!! 

For that cherub on whom Ive ſo often rely d, 
Has home, ſaſe and ſound, NN poor Jack. 


To his heart Poll be preſt, the glad moment was brd, 
When tow'rds 3 he would take her in'tow ; 
And there the good chapiain ſhould ſoon name the 
. 
That ſhould ſpliee them together, you know: 
To his meſſmates elated, he mentioned the morn, 
' And forecaſtle jokes went around 
But ſung, at the helm, he'd all agen defy, 
Laugh at thoſe who'd his comforts attack, 
And the ſweet little cherub aloft would r 
Waving 1 e Jack. 


: 1 3 en * ? 


$7.7 
| That 


That night, which was nam'd * her ſailor the laſt, 
Poll ſhould ſleep in her hammock alone, 

He reſolv'd with his ſhipmates in glee ſhould be paſt, 
And mirth in his countenance ſhone : 

He troll'd the blithe ſtave, drank a health to his King, 
Good liquor had cheriſh'd his ſoul,” 

When a ſeaman a ſignal from beauty did bring, 
Which call'd him away to his Poll: Tos 

Avaſt, friend, adieu for a moment we part, 
Poll commands , about I muſt tack; E 

For ſhe's the ſweet c rub that reigns in the heart 

Of your BEAR 0 companion, poor el. n r 


4 
1 * 4 


But * TA he Gaia of Gti ke flew, 
Ere the ſky form'd a picture ſo dread; p. 7 
The rain beat aloud, an! the winds fiercely blew, 
And thunder roll'd over his head: 
For his meſſmates at ſea how his boſom. did ſwell, 
He figh'd more than once for their fate; 
Blue lightning flaſh'd round him, the kind victim fell, 
His foul fled to death's calm retreat; = | 
The cherub, who ever to virtue is dear, 
Bore it hence through a clear lucid track, 
Yet gaz'd on his duſt and Crone a ſalt tear, 
To deprive his ſweet Poll of poor Jack, 
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vn THE - MORN ure ve zovE, 


| Sing by Me — 


HE fan, whih belles the dew, 
And tints ater 


All nature's in motion, how charming the view, 
When day is beginning to riſe * 

The morning is lovely, Maria, awake, 
Let us haſte to the myrtle alcove ; 

Or ſtray by the fide of the chryſtaline lake, 
Wing he nenn 


Did thy mind turn on me in thy dreams in the night, 
Did I &er to thy 1551 appear; 
Maria, unfold to I ear ? 

Unſeen and unheard you may tell it me now, 
Not a witnefs is near but the dove, 

Which mourns for its mate, on the Olive-tree bouch. 
5 the morn is inviting to love. 


The winter; Maria, will come on apage, 
As ſummer begins to depart, 
Come then, in my boſom a confidence place, 
And ſpeak the fond wiſh of my heart : 8 
O let us, my fair, be united to-day, 
And haſte to the church in the grove; 
Nor let us the pleaſing occaſion delay, 
While the morn is inviting to love. 


SONG. 


LOVELY sun. 


Sung by Mr. Duffy, | 


HE main with. darkneſs. mantled Ger, 
The howling tempeſts blew ; 
| Yet, dread of . thee no more, 
Was all the fear I knew: 
Tho” out of fight ne er out of mind, 
Thy ſailor always true, 
Regarded more than waves or wind, ; 
The fighs of lovely Sue. 5 


But when we met the haughty foe, 

And bullets round us flew, 

With double ſtrength I gave each 100 | 
To merit thee, my Sue: 

Tho! out of fight, ne er out of mind, 1 
My heart ſtill fonder grew, 

In fancy's glaſs, to lovers kind, 
I gaz'd on thee, my Sue. 


SONG; 
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THE ROSE HAD BEEN np. 


HE yy had hits waſh'd, lately waſh'd in a 
n 
Which Mary to Anna cbie yd: a 
The plentiful moiſture encurhber'd the flow r. 
And weigh d down its beautiful head.” 


The cup was all fill'd and e were al met, | 
And it ſeem'd to a fanciful view, © ©- 

To weep for the buds it had left with Tegret, | 
On the flouriſhing buſh where it grew. 


I haſtily ſeiz'd it, unfit as it was, 
For a noſegay, ſo dripping and drown'd, | 
And ſwinging it rudely, too rudely th 1 
It ſnapt and it fell to the ground. a 


And ſuch, I exclaim'd, is the pityleſs part, 
Some act by the delicate mind; +. 

Regardleſs of wringing and breaking a heart, 
Already to ſorrow reſign d. 


This elegant roſe had I ſhaken it leſs, 
Might have bloom'd with its owner awhile ; 


And the tear that is wip'd with a little addreſs, 
May be follow d e by a ſmile. 


* 
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s Oo N 6. 
SHE is MISTAKEN, 
Sung by Mrs. Addiſon. 


. ORD, what a fuſs my mother made, 
When Colin came this way, Fo 
Becauſe he caught me in his arms, 
And kiſs'd me t other day; 
She ſcolded me both day and night. 
And was in ſuch a taking; | 
But if ſhe thinks I'Il not have An, 
I'm ſure ſhe is miſtaken, - 


I told her Colin lov'd me well, 
And meant not to deceive me ; 

And faid, that from my preſent need 
He quickly would relieve me: 

But mother ſaid he was a wag, 
Who'd ſet my heart a aching ; 

And, ifI thought he'd my me, 

Il ſurely was miſtaken, 


I knew 'twas falſe, but . twas beſt 
To feign that I believ d her, 

And ſo, by playing cunningly, 
Compleatly have deceiv'd her: 

And we've agreed to morrow morn, | 
Before ſhe thinks of waking, 

To tie the knot that ſoon, will ſhew 
How much ſhe is miſtaken. 


*4 
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S8 0 N. 
ILL BEAT HIM SIRS AT THAT, 


Sung by Miſs Newman. 


UT have e vet I've been 2 wiſe, 
And ſpouſe already ſhews his airs; ; 
1 wiſh I'd liv'd a fingle life, 
But, asI Ut tie wen ene 
Beſides, let huſband uſe his tongue, . 
And bounce, and ſcold, and Set his hat: 
By Jove he'll find I'm not ſo young, | 
But Ican beat him, Sirs, at that. 


I'll go to operas, balls, en 

Or where I like, and won't be check'd; 
Egad T'll racket nights and days, 

Until he treats me with reſpect : . 
And if he romps with Iknow who, 

Perhaps he'll meet with tit for tat, 
And faith may find and ſhall ſo too, 

That I can beat him, Sirs, at that, 


But this I vow, if hell de geod, 
And let me ſometimes have my vin, r 

(Young wives you know moſt _— ſhould) 
I' duly ev'ry rite fulfil ; 

And never, O no, never rove, 

But ſtay with him at home and chat; 

And prove by kindeſt deeds of love, 
That I can beat him, Sirs, at that, 


* 


NOUGHT BUT LOVE, 


N ſtorms, when clowds obſcure the ſky, 
ud thunders roll and lightnings fly, 
Wn midſt of all theſe dire alarms, 
W think, my Sally, on thy charms ; 
The troubl main, 
The wind and rain, 
MV ardent paſſion prove, 
Laſh'd to the helm, 
Should ſeas o'erwhelm, 
I think on thee, my love. 


en rocks appear on e fide, 
und art is vain the ſhip to guide, 


n varied ſhapes when death appears, 
The thoughts of thee my boſom cheers: 
| | The troubled main, 
| The wind and rain, 
My ardent 2 — 1 ? 
Laitd 
Should ſeas 0 cerwbelm, 
rd on thee, WF love. 


But outs: the-gracious Andrei; 

Diſpel the gloom, and till the wind, 

And waft me to thy arms once more, 

te to my long loſt native ſhore : 

5 No 


N 


No more the main 
Id tempt again— 
But tender joys improve: 
1 then, wit thee, 4 
Should happy be, „ 
And think on nought but love. 


| ; 10 2 
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5 ration 5 ADDRESS. 4 
a» | 1 . 
Y that eye whictreclipſes Fe ſtars playful light, 
By thoſe _ which may rival the pearl $ my 
white, 
By a ſhape nature form'd to diſtribute delight, - 
Your Strephon is faithful, fweet Mary: - 
By that find which to ſcience the gods have inclin'd, 
By thoſe wonderful'talents which taſte has refin'd, 
By thy Titian, or Handel, oh be not unkind 
To the 1 who: adores lovely . | 
g 
If a temper more nach thai the Po's olaſſy Rream, 
United to cheerfulneſs claims not eſteem, | 
Then all life is no more-than a phantom or dream, 
And Strephon in truth loves not Mary: 
But as ſure as exiſtence is more than a dream, 
And as ſure as that excellence muſt meet eſteem, 
So ſure is poor Strephon in love to extreme, 
With the en en Mary. 5 
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THE BLUSHING PINK. 


Sung in the Woodman. A 


IE bluſhing pink, the ſpotleſs white, 

Will always charm the purer fight; 

Diſdaining gaudy pride; | 

ow can-ſuch- colours fail to pleaſe, 

Vhen, oh! with ſilken bands like theſe, 
True lovers-knots are ty d. 


THE MAID OF THE ROCK. 


Sung by Maſter Walſh. 


SAT out one eve with intention to roam 
To the rock where the ſurges wantonly play, 

hen the owl had ſole out from her ſecret home, | 

And bright veſted heſperus clos'd in the day: | 1 

ie moon was at full and with dignity roſe, [. 

And tiſſu'd with filver the green mantled ſeas; 

god of the ocean was gone to repoſe, _ 1 

And Eolus fantrd with a whiſpering breeze. 1 
J | | 


EX ( 


| ig. 3 
On reaching, the cave where old legends report, 
And many a horrible tale has been ſung; 
Where blood-hunting robbers had oft' held their court, 
On each ſide was ſome veſtige of chivalry hung: 
My eyes were alarm'd at the iizht of a maid, 
Who near to the cavern fat filent in grief; 
Her head on her hand all in ſorcow was laid, 
A hard rocky pillow was all her relief, 


She ſtarted with hides; and ſhe fain would have fled, 
I begg'd her'to ſtay, and her ſorrows relate; 
Then told her from me ſhe had nothing to dread, 
That I was brought there by the order of fate : 

You came by the order of one, ſhe reply'd, 
- Whohas done all ſhe can todiſtract my poor mind; 
O'erwhelm'd in the deep my William, my pride-— 


Dd 0 N 0, 
I'LL DIE FOR NO SHEPHERD, NOT I, 


Sung at Vauxhall. 


HEN Sefton the plain 1 began to appear, | 
And the ſhe Luna to ogle and figh; 


But ! heed no ſuch nonſenſe, not J. 


$ Then ſunk, and ſhe gave her laſt breath to the wind. 


They call'd me their , nap) their delight, and their joy, 


Not 


Ne 


Bi 


0 


| 
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Not all their fine words, their flatt'ry, and love, 


Though they ſwore if I frown'd they ſhould die, 
Could bring me to like, to love, or approve, 


For I heed no ſuch nonſenſe, not I. 


But now, in my turn, I'm in love too, I find, 
Tho' believe I for grief ſhould not die, 

Were Jemmy as falſe as the wavering wind, 
O, I heed no ſuch nonſenſe, not I. 


I think the lad likes me, and he may prove true, 
And if ſo I will love 'till I die; 

But if he proves fickle then I'll prove ſo too, 
Or Til die for no ſhepherd, not I. 


2 
SONG. 
5 TASH OF. 1 THAT 8 FAR AWA, 


A favorite Scorch Song. 


USING o'er the ocean roaring, 
Which divides my love and me; 

Ev'ry pow'r above ex xploring, 

For his weal where'er he be: 
Hape and fear for each proud billow, 

Fills my mind with dreadful awe ; 
Whiſp'ring ſpirits round my pillow, 

Talk of Hm that's 8 far awa. 


HWY 0 „ 
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Ye whom ſorrow-never wounded, 
Ye, who never ſhed a tear: 
Care untroubled, joy ſurrounded, 
' Gaudy day to you is dear: 
Gentle night, do thou befriend me, 
Downy: ſleep the curtain draw: 
Spirits kind again attend me, 
Talk of him that's far awa.. 


S ON 6. 


FRIENDSHIP: WITH WOMAN, + 


HO' the turbulent ſeaſon of paſſion is o'er, 


The pulle is grown feeble, the breaſt heaves no 
more; 


I realiſe pleaſures rovers but dream, 

In the ſweet converſation of her I eſteem: 

In friendſhip with woman there's joy without pain, 
There's a charm theres a ſomething too nice to ex- 


plain; 
Tis a bliſs far exceeding the frenzy of love, 
Tis an earneſt of that wm we Sy for above. | 


— 


Then come, my 8 let us ſtray, 
Our minds were not form d for h: proud or the gay; 
We'll grieve for the wanton, we'll pity the ws! 
And no vice or folly ſhall ſhame our retreat: 
In the ſtudy or mead, by the brook or the fire, 
Thy preſence is all that my ſoul could defire ; 
But if frolichſome Cupid is ſtill bent on war, 
Let him tap Hymen' s ſhoulder, and come if he dare. 
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COLIN AND LAUnA. 


AIR Lavira on the banks-of Dee, 
At eve renew'd her ſong— 

My Colin ſoon return to me, 
Ye hours fly ſwift along : 

Gay hopes the tedious morn beguiles, 
Noon brings no joy to ane, 

The evening ſighs I hide in ſmiles, 

Till I my Colin fee. 


On zephyr's wing her accents glide, 
The youth appear'd in view; 

Be ſtill, my heart, ſweet Laura figh'd, _ 
And to her Colin feu: 

The joy that triumph'd in each heart, 
Each other's eyes reveal; 

The breaſt like her's devoid of art, 
Could not one thought conceal, 


S ON . 
WHEN LOVE HATH CHARM'D, 


HEN hos hath charm'd the virgin's ear. 

She hides the tender thought in vain; 

How oft' a bluſh, a ſigh, a tear, 
Betrays the ſweetly anxious pain, 2 
E 3 For 3 


* » _ * 
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For thee a mutual flame I own, 
Thy joys, thy ſorrows both are mine: 


Thy virtue all my foul bas won, 
That boaſts a paſſion 5 as thine. 


* 


* No more ſhalt thou my dane mourn, 
* I truſt the tear that dtms thine eye, > 
I fee fair truth thy lip adorn. 
And hear her voice in-ev'ry ſigh. 
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LOVE, CONSTANCY, AND TRUTH, 


: ERE Nancy but a rural maid, 
And I her only ſwain, 

We'd tend our flocks on flowery mead, 
And on the verdant plain: 

In Nancy ev'ry joy combine, 

With grace and blooming youth, 

In her with lucid brightneſs — 
Love, conſtancy, and truth. 


pF , 4 
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— When Phcebus, bri 4 gans in dbe weſt, 
| And flocks are pent in fold, © 
Beneath a fav'rite tree.we'll reſt, | 
In joys not to de told. 
| n &c. 


7 8 


Let others fancy courtly j joys, 
I'd live in rural peace; 
While wedded love, that-never . | 
Shou d crown our days in peace. 
In Nancy, &c. 


8 0. M. 6. 


O' ER DESERT PLAINS, 
0 2 


ER deſert plains, and ruſhy mears, 
() And whither'd heaths I rove; \ 
Where tree, nor ſpire, nor cot appears, _— 

I paſs to meet my love: _ 
| But though my path were damaſł d o'er — _ 

With beauties e'er ſo fine, _ _ 
My buſy thoughts would fly 11 | 3 4 
To fix alone on thine. PTE CO \ 


& 


No es d hills could give delight, x 
No palace pleaſe mine eyes; | | 1 
No pyramid's ærial height, = 
Where mouldering monarch lies; | | 
Unmov'd ſhould eaſtern kings advance, ON 
Could I the pageant ſee; | p 
Splendor might catch one ſcornful glance, ” 
Not ſteal one thought from thee, 


1 0 


Struck with your charms and gentle truth, 


I claſp' d my conſtant fair; 
To you alone I give my youth, 

And vow my future care: 
And when this vow ſhall Fattkleſs: prove, 
Or I your charms forego, 
The ſtream that ſaw your tender love, 
That ſtream ſhall ceaſe to flow. 


s Oo N G. 


Ton un MY ran. 
. . 


"OR me my fair a wreath bas woze, 
Where rival flow ts in union meet; 

As oft' ſhe kiſs'd this gift of Jove, 
* breath * ſweetneſs to ths ſweet. 


A GH within a damaſk noſe * * 
Had crept, the nectard dew to ſip: 

But leſſer ſweets the thief foregoes, 
And ſixes on mung 


+. „„ 0 


J here, taſting all the bloom of rg! : 
Wak'd by the rip ning breath ef: May, 

T. ungrateful ſpotter leſt his ſting, | 
And with the honey fled away. 


% 
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> 
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YOUNG JOCKEY TRIPTIT U ER/TRE MEAD. 


OUNG jockey tript it o'er the-mead,, 
Acroſs the new-mown hay; 
And tho' he paſs'd'along with 2 
My heart with him did ſtra 
Ah! whither, whither is he fl 
To what ſequeſter d groe? : 
Or, what ſtill happier nymph detains 
The object of my love? 


" 
of? 


Reſtore him quickly to my Scht, 
Sweet as the flowing May; 
With joy and peace my heart delight, 
With gladnefs crbwn the day: AY 
To me his looks by far ſurpaſs  ” WY KH 
The radiant tinge of morn; n i 
His eyes, his mien, his ſhape, his att, 1 
A palace might adorn, | 


But ſhould the charming lovely ene 
To other nymphs be kind, 
I then alone muſt here complain, f 
And ſigh unto the wind: | 
With utmoſteaution then, ye fair, 
On man attempt to gaze, 
Leſt you alike with me ſhould 
In love's enchanting blaze. 


=  .*, WONG 
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SON S. 
SHE/NEVER THINKS OF ME.) 


— . 8. 


HE morning * that wets the . 
Its blooming tints more lovely ſhews; 
So on my Mary's face appears 
The pearly luſtre of her tears ; 
When others woes ſhe weeps to ſee, | 
But, ah! ſhe never thinks of me. 
When round the youth. in ae) guae, 6 
Aud love forbids the pow 'r to praiſe: 
5 While ſhe with artlels mien beguiles, 
| And ſweetly wounds. with fatal ſmiles: 
Her triumph ſtill I'm fond to ſee, 7 
| Although the never thinks of me. 


'F 


—— 9 © 


Tben go, fair — 5 * ever 90 

Here will I nouriſh deareſt woe: 
For ſorrow's ſelf can ſweets impart, 
Sweet ev'ry pang that rends the heart: Fr 
And ſweet to die 'twill ſurely be, 

For her who ä „ 
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s ON s. 
MONEY 18 YOUR FRIEND! 


Sung by Mr. Johannot. 


F friendſhip 1 have UE El talk, 
But you if find in the end, 
That if diſtreſs d, at any rate, 
Then money is your friend: 
Yes, money is your friend, is it not? 
Les, money is your friend, is it not? 
5 
If you are ſick and like to die, 
And for the doctor ſend, 
To him you muſt advance a fee, 
Then money is your friend. 
Then money is your fried, —— 


If you ſhould have a ſuit at law, 
On which you much-depend, 
You muſt pay the lawyer for his brief,” 
Then money is your friend. 
Les, ooo is you friend, &c. 


Then let me have but ſtore of geld, 
From ills it will defend; 

In ev'ry exigence of life 
Dear money is a friend. 

Yes, money is your 5 &c. 
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BE QUICK, FOR 1'M IN HASTE, | 


1 tripp'd ſo blithe ang gay, 
ſquire with his dot and sun, 
By chance came by that way 


£ $ ecroſs the field the other morn, 
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* Whither ſo faſt, fiet maid, he 7 a, 7 
RV And caught me round the w 
? - Pray ſtop awhile'—* dear Sir, faid I. 
= I can't, for I m in haſte,” 4 . 
| vou muſt not 90 as yet, 4 he, | 
For I have much to ſay; _.. a | 
| Come, fit you down, and let us chat, 5 
: Upon the new-mown hay: 


| T ve lov'd you long, and oft” have wind 


Thoſe ruby lips to taſte, 
have a kiſs . Well, then, faid "Y | vt, 
Be qick, for I'm in n ho 4 


EY 


Juſt as I ſpoke I ſaw young raw 
Come thro "a neighbouring gate; Ae 

He caught my hand, and cry d, dear girl, 
1 fear I've made you wait ; 

But here's the ring, come, let's to eurch, 85 
The joys of love to taſte 

I left the *(quire, and laughing cry d, 

| You ſee, Sir, I'm in haſte, |» 
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THE YELLOW nan 'D Lag u- 


And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain; 
The yellow hair'd laddie would oſtentimes go | 
To wilds, and deep glens, Re the hawthorn trees 


en. FT darn 4857 


1 April, ac W paint the ſweet plain, 


* 
5 


There, 9 the ſhade of an old facred thorn, 
With freedom he ſung his loves ev'ning and morn ; 
He ſang with ſo ſoft and enchanting a ſound, 7 
That ſylvans aud fairies unſeen danc d around. 


The ſhepherd thus ſung—tho' young Maddie be fair, 
Her beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornful proud air: 

But Suſie was handſome and ſweetly could ſing, 
Her breath, like the breezes, perfum'd in the {pring. 


2 
1 


That Maddie; i in all the gay bloom of her youth, 
Like the moon, was inconſtant, and never ſpoke truth; 
But Sufie was faithful, good-humour'd and free, 
And fair as the goddeſs that ſprung from the ſea. - 


That mamma's finedaughter, withall hergreat dow” ry 
Was awkwardly airy and frequently four; . 

Then, ſighing, he wiſh'd, would parents agree, 

The witty ſweet Suſan his miſtreſs might be. 
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THE TRUE HEARTED SAILOR, 


HE tar on the ocean, wur bearted and brave, 
Looks down with contempt on the big ſwelling 


wave ; 
Regardleſs of danger, he views with a ſmile N 
The ſeas in commotion, and thus ſing the while \ 


Mt Tho tempeſts may rock me, 
4 | No terror can ſhock me, 
= For life they preach up, we muſt pay as a toll; 
p 2 And our ſhip, ſhould death dock her, 
ES. 2 For old Davy's locker, : 
bows! ye mind me, he'll ne er 1 an inch of my ſoul. 


N When war is in motion ſtill ſee him behave 
1 Undaunted, and ſmiling at death and the grave; 
1 And though from all _— the ſhot round him 
wings, - 
The true hearted ſailor thus caretefuly' ſings: 
4 Tho” tempeſts may rock me, 
| No terror can ſhock me, 
For fe they preach up, we muſt pay as a toll; 
And our ſhip, ſhould death dock her, 
Poor old E 8 locker, | 
Why, a ye mind me, he Il ne er get an inch of my ſoul. 
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LOVELY dab 
| Sung by Maſter Mutlow. f 
. O more, ye boaſting bards maintain, - 
ing That Phebus gives the charming ſtrain, 


I hate your frantic folly ; 
No fancied muſe will I invite, 
Whene'er I ſing, whene'er I write, 
Smile thou, my lovely Polly. 


Let ſages that obſcurely dwell, 
In nermit's cave, or cloyſter'd cell, 
Enjoy their melancholy: 
No more from life reclufe 111 be, 
Nor quit the world while I can fee 
The ſmiles of lovely Polly. 


By ſolemn ſtudy long confin'd, 
That gloomy goaler of the mind, 
Had ſunk my ſpirits wholly ; 
At length, determin'd to be free, 
Cries love, thy ſweet deliv'rer ſee, 
Then ſmil'd my lovely Polly. 


For ever now the darling day, + 
I laugh, and fing, and dance, and play, 
All debonair and jolly; 
Extatic bliſs, extatic joy, 
Delights that never never cloy, 
Are in the ſmiles of Polly. 
; When 


The queen of graces then was by, 


2 


When Strephon ſtrikes the dulcet lyre, 


1 never dreamt of Cupid's dart, 


("88 ) 


When cold December rhitts-the glade, 
And languid leaves each blooming ſhade,, 
Save ivy, box, or holly; 
What gives the ſun a ſoſt'ning ray? 
What bids the drooping year be gay, 
The ſmiles of lovely Polly. 


No thruſh that glads the vocal plains, - 
No ſhepherd fings in ſweeter ſtrains, 
Of Blouzelind or Dolly; 


The nymphs all dread, the ſwains admire, 
The ſmiles of lovely Polly. #1 


When firſt theſe eyes the.charmer bleſ, 
Of darts deep piercing thro' my . 
Sly Cupid caſt a volly ; 


No, Cupid, Strephon ſhall nat die, 
And lent her miles to an. 


8 ON s. 


A PAINFUL THRILLING e MY HEART. 


PAINFUL thrilling mov'd my 1 
And oft', and oſt' produc'd a ligh; 


Or gueſs d, or gueſs d the reafon why ; 
But gently preſs d my Colin's hand. 

My face, my face came crimfon'd oer, 
Love taught me then to underſtand, 
Twas love, 'twas love I felt before. 


60209 


The bluſhing youth to ſpeak effay'd, 
But words, but words he could mot find; 
Aſalt ring tongue his ſtate betray d, | 
And brought , and brought to view his mind ; bY 
A pulſe his ev'ry finger ow] d, 
Each throb, each thrab my palm receiv'd, | 
With; joy I found my wiſhes crown'd, 
And all, and all my doubts reliev d. 


The fears of love are gone and o'er, 
For Colin's, Colin's made my own; 
Grant him but life, I aſk no more, 
Or envy, envy queens a throne : 
Supremely o'er his heart Lreign, 
He mildly, mildly governs mine 
One even thought our minds contain, | 


Our bliſs; our bliſs is bliſs divine. 


c 


S O N GC, 
THE KING, 


Sung by My.-Collins. 


ONG live great George- our King, 
God ſave Old England's King, 
Long live the King: 2 

And while with glory crown'd, 

Envy'd by nations round, 

Let earth and ſkies refound; 

Long live the king. 


900 
8 2 / 
To glad each riſing day, 
May his benignant ſway, 
Ne bleflings bring: 
May he his foes appal, 
Cruſh thoſe who ſeek his fall, 


While we ſhout one and all, I; 
God ſave the King, 800 ? | 


George no fell dart ſhall dread, 

Hurl'd from a hydra head, 
With poiſon'd/ſting; © - 

But foul rebellion's train, 

_ Gnaſhing their teeth in vain, 1 
Shall ſee triumphant reign, HOSE 
Great . our King. 


Turn Eaſt, Weſt, North, and a 

And from our cannon's mouth, 
Make the world ring; 

Swell thy loud trumpet, fame, 

Britons with pride proclaim, 

They'll wade through fire and flame I 
To guard their King. : 


8 0 * Gr. i! 
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. Tux GENTLE DEW DISTILL'D FROM vx. 


HE gentle dew diſtill's from heay' n, 
Revives the drooping flower, 

So God-like pity firſt was giv'n, 

_ To ſooth a mournful hour: 


( 92 ) T5 


he aid of med'cine oft' we try, 
Our health impair'd to mend; 
as! what cordial can ſupply, 2 
The abſence of a friend, 


harp are the pangs, hard to remove, 

A long contracted grief; bag R 
he pain once caus'd by {lighted loye, 

Admits of no relief, 


$O NG. 


LOVE FROM THE HEART ALL ITS DANGER CONCEALING: 
" in the Haunted Tower, 


L from the heart alli its 8 concealing, 
Reaſon they ſay the fond ſpell can remove; 
But ſhould you betray me, your falſhood perceiving, 

Too well do I love you the peril to ſhun. 

But bliſs kindly ſtealing, 8 

Still the deluſion ſo ſweet may I prove; 

So if you muſt cheat me, ſtill further decejving, 

Oh, blinded by hope to the _ lead me'on. 


ws 
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As ſwelling waves that ſeem inclin'd, 


.( 9» ) 
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WHENE'FR SHE BADE ME CEASE To PLEAD; 
Sung in the Priſoner. 
YA VENEER The bade me ceaſe to plead, 
Her breaſt would gently heave, 


And prov'd, her lips beguil'd a heart 


& 


Whene'er ſhe bade me veaſe'to plead, 
Her breaſt would gently heave; 


To greet the ſheres they leave behind. 


3 Zo 8 0 
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— * THE SPRINGS or THE FOUNTAIN, = 
2 | | * Sup g by Mr. Bannij | a. 


T pure are the ſprings of the fountain, 
As purely the givers will flow, 


If noxious the ſtreams from the mountain, 


It poiſons the valley below; _- 
So of vice or of virtue poſſeſs' d, TO 
The throne makes.the nation 
Thro' ev'ry gradaticn, 


Or wretched or bleſs'd. 
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HENRY'S COTTAGE MAID. 


Sad I wander this lone. grove; 
ighs and tears for him. Þ ſhed, 

enry is from Laura fled: 

hy love to me thou did impart, _ 
hy love ſoon won my virgin heart; 


ut, deareſt Henry, thou'ſd betray: Wt | 


Thy love with thy poor _— maid, 


Fhrongh the vale my grief appears, 
ziehing ſad with pearly tears; 

Ft thy image is my, theme, 

As 1 wander on the green: 
ee from my cheek the colour flies. 
And love's ſweet hope within me dies; 
For, oh! dear Henry. thou'ſt betray'd 
hy love, wth thy, hal Foliage maid, 


— 


H! where can fly. my ſoul's true love, 
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ll — 


ZEPHYR, con; THov PLAYFUL Mixiox. 4 
HED | an Oh! 
Sung by Miſs Dall. T 


EPHYR, come, thou playful minion, 
Greet with whiſpers ſoft mine gar ; 
Hence each breeze of ruder pinion, 
Tell me I have nought to fear: N 
Gently, zephyr, wing him over, 0 
Tho' 1 ne'er behold him mare ; 
With the breath of ſome young oer, 
Waft him to bis. native F Wore." 


S O N G. 


HOW BLEST WERE LATE MY JOCUND HOURS, | 
Sung by Mater Wal. Th 
- 8 bleſt were late my jocund hours, In 
Which wing'd with pleaſure flew; i. 
When pleas'd within theſe trance bow” 7s, Tt 
No penſive cares I knew 
Each morn aroſe to new delight, Cos Ar 


And, pature look'd more gay ; 
For ther fair Daphne bleſs'd my fight, 
And charm'd the live = day. 
6 


But 


(s AY 
But now, ſince Daphne left the plain, = _ 


In ſilent grief I mourn ; AX 
And nought can ſooth my penſive pain, 

But Daphne 8 glad return: 133 
To me 'tis winter's dreary reign, = 

Till ſhe diſpells the gloom; 1 
Oh! haſte, my fair, revive again, | 

The ſpring's long wither'd bloom. . . - | 


- 


\ * 


8 0 N. Gy 
an, HOW SWEET THE RURAL SCENE, 


7 Ya how ſweet the rural ſcene, | 
And the cool ſequeſter d grove ; 8 W 
There the wood nymph decks the green, 
Fondly tell their tales of love: N 
Where the ſhepherds oft' reſort, ; 7] J 
With their laſſes plain and neat; F J 
And in harmleſs dalliance ſport, CET bt hind 
Till the ev'ning bids retreat. 


Then to reſt they home return, R 14 ö 
Blithſome as the birds of May; 3 | 
In each breaſt ſoft TG, burn, 


* b N 1 
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Jo renew their paſtimes gay: „ 1 
Thus the ruſtic race abound, ee hes ; * 
With content from morn to night, ds ol 
And their peaceful hours are crown'd,, na 2 


With freſh ſcenes of pure delight. 25 . «| 5 | 


* 
. 
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' THE HEROES,OP/THE BRITISH FLEET, 


Sang by Mr. Incledon. - 


Britiſh flag ſhall ſtill retain 
Its. influence o'er the ſubje& main : 
The guardians of its honor feel, 
Each inſult rouſe their warlike-zeal; 


And ſtill with rage their breaſts ſhall glow, 


Until they quell each haughty foe; . 

The Britiſh damſels then with ſmiles, 
Shall bid them welcome to our iſles, 

And deck'd in charms with joy ſhall meet, 
The heroes of the Britiſh feet. 


Britannia * ſhall quit the ſhore, 

To bid the thund'ring cannon naar, 
Shall bravely all her rights maintain, 
And ride victorious on the:mait': 

Then fame her loudeſt trump ſhall blow, 
And gilded laurels deck ca brow, , 


The Britiſh damſels, &c. 
Old Neptune oft has eg libod, 


And wav'd his trident o'er the flood, 
Whilſt Britiſh tars have won the day, | 


And wealth and hbnors borne away: 5 ee rae 


Still may they wake his wonder more, 
og bring new wonders to the ſhore. | 
The Britiſh damſels, &c. 


3 


7 
8 
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8 0 N G. 
3 ® - 
THE BILLET DOUX. © 


HE billet doux, oh! didſt thou bear, 
To my Lorenza? lovely maid ! 
I Tee how look'd the modeſt fair, 
I hear the gentle things ſhe ſaid : 
The mantling blood her-cheek forſakes, 
But quick returns the roſy hue ; 
With tremblitig Kaſte the feal ſhe breaks, 
And reads my tender billet-doux.. | 


The billet doux when I receive, 
I preſs it to my throbbing heart; 
| Sweet words, I cry, ſuch joys you give, 
Oh, never, never thence depart : 
And now it to my lips is preſs'd, 
But when the magic name I view, 
Again I claſp it to my breaſt, 
My fond, my tender billet- doux. 


S O N G. 


| ECHO AND HORN, | * 


ITARE, hark from the woodlands, the loud ſwell» 
ing horn, 8 
Invites to the ſports of the chace, Ing 
How ruddy, how bright, and how cheerful the morn, 
How healthy and blooming each face: 


198) 


: To the grove with Diana I'll haſten away, 
Nor loſe the delights of the morn, 
The hounds are all out, hark, hatk forward, away, | 
While echo repens to the horn. 


Gay health {till attends thro! the ſports of the held, 
O'er mountain and valley we go; 
The joy of the chace health and pleaſure can yeah 
No wiſhes beyond it we know: 
To the grove, &c. 


Our innocent paſtimes each vir in may ſhare, 
And the cen ſures of envy defy, 
While Cupid ſoon follow'd by grief and deſpair, 


= I The bleſſing of Youre woulg deſtroy⸗: 
To the grove, &c. | 


—— 


ODE TO CAPTAIN COOK. 


Sung in Oni 


| E chicks of the ocean your laurels throw by, 
b 4 Or cypreſs entwine with the wreath: iD 
To prove your humanity heave a ſoft ligh, 
And a tear let fall for his death: 
Vet the genius of Britain forbids us to grieve, 
Since Cook, ever honor er nn. A 


n SONG. 
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$ O N 6. 


COLIN or TuE VALE. 


Amid the flow'ry meas; / 
Where lofty trees and landſcape wide, 
To rural pleaſure leads: 

There oft' I meet a gentle youth,” ; 


Who tells a tender tal,, 


The love, the tenderneſs, and truth, 
Of Colin of the vale. 5 


My youthful heart he tries to gain, 


My boſom takes his part; ET 


The faireſt youth that trips' the green, 


Yet, with a conſtant heart: 
As true to him I'll ſurely be, 
Such worth muſt ſoon prevail, 
No other lad is dear to me, | 
But Colin of the vale. 


When next we meet I'll own my love, 
And ſoon ſhall be his bride; . 


I'm only coy his love to prove, 


And not from fooliſh pride : 
But now I know the conſtant youth, 


His love will ſoon prevail; 
At church, I'll own my love and truth, 
For Colin of the vale. TAE 
„%% wor d yh 
8 1 | F 3 


HERE rolls the filver Severn rr 1 


—— — 
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___ Ea 
. | | J - EMIL1&As 
* j Of 
W | HE midnight moon ſerenely miles, 
I Oer nature's ſoft repoſe; | It 
. No low'ring cloud obſcures the ſky, a 
Y Nor ruffling tempeſt blows: ' + __ | 
| Now ev'ry paſſion ſinks to reſt, ; Fo 212: St 
Vi The throbbing heart lies ſtill?ꝛz 
Av The varying ſchemes of life no more, aba 
be — Diſtract lab'ring cf » mae 
J The midnight moon ſerenely ſnules | | Fc 
5 DOPeer nature's ſoſt repoſe; 3. - 
4 No low ring cloud obſcures the ſky, * * 1 
_ Nor ruffling tempeſts blows: | | 
= \ In filence bull d, to reaſon's voice, . 87 
: \ Attends each mental pow'r; 08 
Come, dear Emilia, and-enjoy 1 T 
- Reflection's fav'rite hour. i N. 45 


/ | . o N G. 


| | | THE NOSEGAY. | 
5 OSEGAYS 1 cry, and tho' little you pay, 
\ They're fuch as you cannot get every day; | 


Who'll buy, who'll buy, 


Tis noſegays I cry, 'tis — cry. | 
3 Each 


( 201 ) 


Each mincing, liſping, ambling blade, | 
Who ſmirks, and talks of bliſſes 

He never felt, is here pourtray'd 
2280 form of a Narciſſus. 


Of formal prudes, at men who leer, 
And ſhun them as things dang rous, 14 
J have the ſev'ral portraits here, 
-In theſe Nolimetangeres. 


Stateſmen, like Indians, who adore 
The ſun, by courting power ; . 
Cannot be ſhewn their likeneſs more, 
Than in the humble ſunflow'r. 


Poets I've here in ſprigs of bays, 
Devils-in-the-buſh are friars; - 
Nettles are critics who damn plays, 

And ſatyriſts are briars. 


— 


Smarts, daiſies are, parſons are yew, 
And rofemary phylicians : 
Tulips are coxcombs, lawyers rue, 


And thiſtles politicians, 


a \ 
s O N 6. 


TO TELL YOU THE TRUTH». 


O tell you the truth, 
In the days of my youth, 
As mirth and nature bid, 
I lik'd a glaſs, 
And I lov'd a laſs, 
h And I did as younkers did, 


F3 


* 
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But now Tm old, 
With grief be it told, 
I muſt thoſe freaks forbear ; 
At {ixty-three, 
"Twixt you and me, : 
A man grows wore for wear. 


3 Vo Fo ; 


TAKE THIS NOSEGAY GENTLE vorn! 
Sung by Mr. Kelley and Miſs Hagley. _ 
AKE this noſegay, gentle youth, 


A _—: And you ſweet maid take mine; 
1 Unlike theſe flow'rs be thy fair truth, 
* Unlike theſe flow'rs be thine. 
| Pe Lb 


Keep that noſegay, gentle youth; 

„ And you, ſweet maid, keep mine; 

Unlike theſe flow'rs be thy fair truth, 
Unlike theſe flow'rs be thine. 


Theſe changing ſoon, will ſoon decay, 
Be ſweet till noon, then paſs away; 
Sweet for a while their tranſient charms appear; 
But truth unchang'd ſhall bloom for ever here. 


9 I 2 © * 
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DUET. 
TWO MAIDENS SAT COMPLAINING, 


Sung by Mrs. Crouch and Mrs. Blond, 


WO maidens ſat complaining, | 
And mourn'd their hapleſs lot ; 
The pangs of abſence mourning, 
Each by her love forgot: 
On ev'ry former token 
Of love while fancychung: 
Of vows ſo ſweet, yet broken, 
They fighing, fighing ſung. 


COMELY SWAIN WHY $SIT'ST THOU. so, 
bbs * , 1 
BV nung in Cymon, 


OMELY ſwain why ſit'ſt thou ſo, 
Fal lal lal lal lal lal lal; 
Folded arms qre4igns-of woe, 
Fal lal lal lat lal lal lal. 


If thy nymph no favor ſhew, 
as 2 5% © oo | 


Chuſe another, let her go, 
** lal, &c. 


F 4 


(10% 
Zut if ſhe be kind to you, 
Talk ic. - - * | 
To the reſt ſtill bid adieu, 
Fal lal, &c. 


Come, then, come, thy mirth renew, 
Fal lal, &c, 1 
Looſe thy arms, thy love is true, 
Fal lal, &c. 0 


— 


s O N s. 
rut COMPLAINT. 


GO artleſs ſongſters of the grove, 
Soft as thy ſighs renew thy ſtrain; 
And join my Delia to reprove, 
Of flighted vows and cold diſdain. 


Ak! happy bird, at ev'ning, hour 
Warbling thou ſtray'ſt the woods among; 

Each rock, each rill, and leafy bow'r, 

Reſponſive to my tuneful ſong, * 


But ſhe my plaints nor deigns to hear, 

Nor can my fighs her pity move; 

Nor artleſs ſmile, nor filent tear, 
Her frozen boſom melt to love. 


s O0 N G. 


THE RASH, VW-. 


E fair ones attend to a maid in diſtreſs, 
Whoſe cauſe of affliction you hardly can gueſs; 
It makes me to pine and to ſigh all the day, 
And when you are told it, ah! what will you ſay? 
What the duce, I can't think, put it into my heal, 
To make a raſh vow.that I never would wed.. 


The time when I made it, I freely declare, 

I had no thought of love, ſo had no thought of care; 
1 flutter'd- about as a butterfly gay, 
And-tun'd up my voice like the birds in the May: 
Yet, now I repent that it came in my head 

To make ſuch a vow— hat I never would wed.. 


There is an old ſaying juſt come in my mind, 
Wich, if I obſerve I may happineſs find; 
That tis better to break a raſh vow than to keep, 
Therefore I no longer will figh or will weep: 
If Harry propoſes, 'tis now.in my head, 

A fig for my vow, I will certainly wed. 


F 5. 
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WHEN WE COME ro THE ka OF THREESCORB. : 


HEN we cone to the age of ore, 
By our maxims in vain we ſet ſtore; 
A girl, in her teens,” 
1 Will tind out the means, " 
Shy and plague us, and out. our "oy 
d = giant wit _ dy 

Is forc'd to ſuhmit, ares . 

Is fore d to ſubmit to her puny the, eee e b 


Like bells that eternally jangle, N M 
You may ſcold, you may fight, you may wrangle; g 
| When they're ſet on't you'll ſee 
They maſters will be, | 
N ay, tho' you ſecure them as ſafe as your pelf, . 
ION lead you ha life of the dev gonad 


| 3 . 8 o N C. 
| 0 . 5 HOOT AWA YOU WILL uno ME. : a 
1 ks Sung at the Apollo Gardens, 


N dear Dunbarton's yellow fields, 
1 I t' other day was ſtray ing, | 
When who ſhould follow at my heels, 

But Sandy blithly playing: 


Ol I wo Sa r 
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His bagp! Des then he tun'd ſo ſweet, W 
And talk'd ſo tender to me, 


O what a place, ſald 1 to meet, 0 . * 
Hoot awa, you will undo me. 


To ſooth my fears, the bonny youth.” 
Spore; if to kirk I'd yearn... 
His love, his conſtancy, and truth, | tn 

He'd prove jn,mejo center: "= ped 
But ſtill f cry d, no, no, forbear, N oY 

Lou munna, ſhayna* rn 
Beſides I canna ſtay; I Wear, 

Hoot, hoot, you will undo me. 


That moment Moggy e came in view, 
. K Sandy, ſoqn perceiving 
ry'd, Jenny, then a long n 
iy filly me was leaving: 1 
Stop, Sandy, ſtop, ſaid 1, awhile, | 
I thought you better knew me:; 
Let's gang to kirk, tis but a mile. 
| Hoot, hoot, you will unds me. 1 be 


— — 
S ON G. 
WHAT WILL BECOME. OF ME» 


Sung by Miſs Wengſidde 


N our town there was a lad #8 15 
As blithe as blithe could Er | 

_ And he declar'd that he was mad, 

And all for loye of _ : 


* 1 
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But FERRY: careful mam and dad, 
They never would agree; | 
O lud] it almoſt drove me mad, NE ng 

What will become of me. a 


Tas thus I ſigh d g 
How cauld it other be, 
For, I declare I loy'd the lad, 22 fo ff 
Yet, flilmycareful mam and wa, 1 
VB » They. never would agree; kgs 
| . Olud!it "almoſt drove pd ., . 


1 h, W FI 
I vom d 1 would de free; & TN 
| | And tell the kind good natur'd lad, 3 
W Whennext he came to me; | 
3 TIER, If ſo inclin'd it was not bad, 
x If he would marry me 
| That I would wed the charming lad, . 
PT ING): 


Owe 
. QUEEN OF BEAUTY. - 


TASTE pſy and ene, | 
_—_ r 
let Glycera's grac e 
“““ 


4 : ö / | Let 
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Let youth and Cupid, hand in hand, 

With Maia's ſon compoſe your band; 

The graces bring with flowing zones, 
And ſprightly nymphs with myrtle crowns, 


+88, N Os 

7 / \ ; GW 
SWEET PASSION OF LOVE. 
1 1 8 cf 485 * 


55 Sung in Cymon re 


HIS cold flinty heart it is you that have warm'd, 

You waken'd my paſſions, my ſenſes have charm'd; 
In vain againſt merit and Cymon I trove, _. 
What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love. 


% 
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The froſt nips the bud and the roſe cannot blow, 
From youth that is froſt-nipt no raptures can flow; 


Elyſium to him but a deſert will prove, | 
What's life without paffion, ſweet paſſion of love, 


\ 


The ſpring ſhould be warm, the young ſeaſon be gay, 


Her birdsand her flow'rets make blithſome ſweet May; 
Love bleſſes the cottage, and fings thro” the grove, 


What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love. 


* 
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| | The youth was check'd and ſtood RY ! 


Lung by Miſs Ming feld 


HE moon ſhone bright, and jockey ſaid, 
How charming is the weather ; } 
Come, love, it is too ſoon for bed, 


HOPE let us walk together: 


= "9 STOP, WHERE r ev come? 


O then he preſs'd 1 me, ; +4 Þ 
oh And careſs'd me, SY Fe: 4 
Each tender kiſs beſtowing : 


I, with a frown, 
Cry d, looking ol 
Stop, where are you a going? 7 6 g 


2 


Pill love his cauſe befriended, 
Then heav'd a figh, and fondly gaz'd, 
pg; hop'd he'd not offended: - 


** 
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| O then he preſs'd me, 
-. 5 And careſs d me, 
Fach tender kiſs beſtowing; 
I, with a frown, 
Cry d, looking down, 
Stop, where are you a going? 


6 
O really, when he left me quite, 
If I had but conſented ; * 
But, no, it was too fine a night, 
To ſtay alone contented : 
O then we walkd, ; 
And ſweetly talk d, 
Each heart With rapture Flowing: 
Nor could I ſay, 
Not all the way, 


Stop, where . a auf br 
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AIR grove, to thee alone Ido impart; b 
Fa The ſecret ſuff rings of my wounded beart : — 
Receive my am'rous ſighs, and let them not 
Be mix'd with winds that waving cut the air, 


Preſerve the ſad expreſſions of my lv, öY; 1 
Till Daphne's coming to your ſhades. may prove, | fl 
That by her abſence I die here with grief, 


Since all your pleaſures find me no relief. #4 
| | 4. 
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MY FATHER'S HOUSE 16 NEAT AND NICE, 
Sung by Mrs. Martyr. 
0 : _— * 1 OY 
2 1 ni 3196 , 
Y father's houſe is neat and nice, : 
My little garden paradiſe ;- - ; 


My chamber deck d with trinkums fine, 
My window grac'd with jeſſamine: 

| I have a blackbird gay, 

Oh, he's a pretty ſellow, 
Hle whiſtles ſweet and mellow, 

- The live long day ; 5 
Myð kid, handſome pets I've many, 
_ My —.— bounding, wanton, friſking Nanny: 
7 Yet I love none half ſo welt.. 5 
2 | As Charley's gift, my dear Fidelle: | 

Haſte, gentle lover, now, for you, 5 of 

i | Papa, kid, dog, and chick, adieu. vis 


1 In town I'll be, my glaſs can tell, 

'Y A monſtrous flaming married belle: 

: The foremoſt in all gameſome bouts, * 

At op ra's, plays, and balls, and routs:: | 

All my plumage fine, 

Around the fmarts ſhall flutter, 

| Around me what a clutter, 

- She's all-divine 8 
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They ſing, they dance, to pleaſe me how they caper, 
Whilſt rivals challenge, huff, and vapour; 
I Asbirds all welcome here to woo, 

For Charley's ſake begone cuckow, 

I'll ne'er create my ſpouſey's ſhame, 

To ſinge my wings about the flame, 


. S 0 N G. 
THE NEW SOGER LADDIE., 
Sung by Mrs. Crouch. 


Y ſoger laddie is over the ſea, 

And he will bring gold and money to me; 

And when he comes hame he'll make me a lady, 
My bleffing gang with my ſcldier laddie. 


My ſoger laddie is handſome and brave, 
And can as a ſoger and lover behave; 
True to his country, to his love he is Ready, 
There's few to compare to my ſoger laddie. 


Shield him, yeangels frae death in alarms, 
Return him with laurels to my longing arms; 
Syne frae all my care ye'll pleaſantly free me, 
When back to my wiſhes my ſoger ye gie me. 


o ſoon may his honors bloom. fair on his bro, 
As quickly they muſt if he gets his due; 
For in noble actions his courage is ready, 


Which makes me delight in my ſoger laddie, 


SONG, 


(its 


Why mould 1 cry, no, no, not I, | 
Such jeſting is but ſilly ; | > 
When next we kiſs I'll anfwer yes, | 

ney ſweet, my 2 Willy. - : 


| n ON. GG 
SEND HIM TO ut. 


IX by Mrs, , 9, 


END . to me, DN ö 

| Let him woo me, 

Gently breathe each tender vow: 
Why forſake me? 

Come and take me, 

Take me in the humour now. 


In my cheeks full roſes Movies... 

Wiſhes twinkle in my eyes, 1 A 
Oh what joy when joy beſtowing, 

Yet my careleſs lover flies. 


Girls don't hear bim, 
Mock him, fear him 
| He'll deceive you, | 
Kifs and leave you. 


Send him to me, &. 
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s Oo N . 
SOLITUDE, 


ow ſweet the calm of this 3 ſhore; 
Where ebbing waters mulically roll; 

And folitude and alent eve reſtore 

The philoſophie temper of the ſoul. 


The fighing gale, whoſe murmurs lull to reſt, 
The buſy tumults of declining day, 

To ſympathetic quiet ſooths the breaſt, 
And ev' ry wild emotion dies away. 


— 
8 ON s. 
THE STRANGERS AT HOME, 
Jung at the Apollo Gardens. 
E the faſhion-form'd traveller trips round 
the world, 


In ſearch of ſome fal 14 perpetually hurl'd ; 
For this thing, or that, ſome nick nack or toy, 
Make toil of a pleaſure, and nothiug enjoy : 

Should chance ſend him here, 
Let him ſtop without fear, Fs 
With folly he'll find he nd longer need roam 
While a bumper invites him to ſtrangers at home. 


W 
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'By Bacchus inſpir'd they lift high the fong, 


While Momus with mirth does the ev'ning prolong ; 
Great Jovein diſguiſe came to aid our deſign, 
And Apollo declay'd that the plan was divine: 
Then each happy god 
Approv'd with a nod; 


From ſuch jolly mortals they 'wiſh'd not to roam, 
So well they were pleas d 2285 the ſtrangers at home. 


| Good fellowſhip crowns all 5 bleſſings of life, - 
_ 'Tis the cement of friendſhip, controller of ſtrife ; 


And this, with a bumper, ſtill bagiſhes care, 

When for ſtrangers we ſtill have a little to ſpare; 
But vague is the word. 
Uncivil, abſurd, | 


We're brethren in life, thro' the world tho' we roam, 
And when we are met, are all ſtrangers at home. 


s o W 6s. 
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THE FISHBRMAN "+ GLEE, 


Sung at Sadler's Wells. 


E be three 7 poor Hlermen who &aily troll the 
Teas, 
We b our lives in jeopardy, while others live at 
eaſe; 
The ſky looks black around, around, the ſky looks 
black atound, . 


1 
7 ww # 


And he that would be ugg wat come « haul is heat 
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We caſt bur lines along the ſhore in ſtormy wind and 
rain, 
And ev'ry night we land our nets till day light comes 
again: 
The ſky looks black around, around, the ſky looks 
black around, 


And he that would be: merry, boys, come haul his boat 
. aground. N 


— 


3-0 NG, 
KITTY THAT LIVES ON THE HILL, 


Sung at the Apollo Gardens. 


HAVE *rang'd all my life, 
In purſuit of a wife, 
And yet am a- bachelor ſtill; 
But a nymph to my mind, 
T've found out that's kind, 7 
"Tis Kitty that lives on the bill, | 3. 


How my heart it does beat, 
If her name J repeat, | 
And glows let me do what I wit; 
e 8 Yet ſo ſweet is the ſmart, 
That the cauſe I'll impart, 
Tis Kitty that lives on the hill. 


If I meet her by chance * 
At a wake or a dance, | 5 
My tongue can't its office fulfil: 
But her eyes ſure divine, 
Who I wiſh to be mine, 
"Tis Kitty that lives on the hill. 


T 1 . 
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9 WAS near a thicket's calm retreat, 


Under a poplar tree, 
Maria choſe her wretched ſeat, 


To mourn her ſorrows free: 

Her lovely form was ſweet to view, 
As dawn at op'ning day; 

But, ah! ſhe mourn'd her love not true, 
And wept her cares away. 


The brock flow'd gently at ber feet, 

In murmurs ſmooth along; 

Her pipe, which once ſhe tun'd ſo ſyeet, 
Had now forget its ſong : 

No more to charm the vale ſhe tries, 
For grief has fill'd her breaſt ; 


I Thoſe joys which ence ſhe us d to prize, | 


But love has robb'd her reſt. 


Poor hapleſs maid ! who can behold 
Thy ſorrows ſe ſevere, 
And hear thy love lorn ſtory fold, 
Without a falling tear: 
Maria, luckleſs maid, adieu, 
Thy ſorrows ſoon muſt ceaſe, 
For heav'n will take a maid ſo true, 
Ĩs«] everlaſting peace. 


S8 O N 6. 
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bs  WERTER's GHOST. | dos dv ate 


| Wwe, night her ſable curtain drew, 
And ſcatter'd darkneſs o'er the plains, 

Poor Charlotte from her home withdrew, 
To weep oer Werter's dear remains: 
She to his ſacred tomb drew near, 
And mourn'd his fad unttmely end; 
In pity ſhed the tender tear, Ws ws 

For her much 1oy'd departed fiend. * © \ / 4 


y 
Oh! Werter, Werter; Charlotte n 
Had we each other ſooner ſeen, 5. 
Thou would'ſt not in deſpair bave dvd, * 
For thine alone I ſhould have been 
But heaven otherwiſe ordain'd,, \,, _.. _.. 
And thou, alas! art now no more: 
Whilſt I on earth am yet detain- dd. 
And ſhall, till death, thy fate deplore ts ht 
Joſt as ſhe f poke, arrav'd in * ee 
Stood Wexter's ghoſt before her eyes 


She trembling view'd the awful fight, 3 
That fill'd her ſoul with dread ſurpriſe: We a. a. 
« Unhappy fair, the ſpirit ery'd, 1100 
Thy ſighs forbear, thy e ceaſe; Kin 
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And tears for me no longer ſhed, © 
Who now enjoy, ct eternal ny ag 
©. 
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Thou too, like me, wilt ſoon be bleſt 
With laſting joy and true delight, 


* Where nought can e' er thy bliſs moleſt,” 
It bow'd, then vaniſh'd from her fight : 


With downcaſt look and folemn pace, 


And ne'er again approach'd the place, 
Where Werter's hallow'd relics lay. 
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HEN through the woods the hunters trac 


| The nimble hart or hare, 
Fond echo joins the noble chace, - 
And vocal makes the air: 
The op'ning hounds the game purſue, 
And bruſh away the morning dew. 


From hills and dales the cries reſounldcd. 


£4 i 


While mellow ſounds the horn; 
Each varied proſpect ſmiles around, 
And rapture cheers the morn: 
The op'ning hounds the game purſue, 
And bruſh away the ſparkling dew, 


At length o erta en, the trembling prey, 
JJ mbage mes ;:;.:--. 
Fear all his courage takes away, 
And ſoon the victim dies: 
The hunters then the bowl puffue, 
A all their ſongs of joy renew? 


Poor Charlotte homeward bent her way; 


— 


» 
e 
A 
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THE MANSION OF PEACE, | 


ROSE from her boſom has ſtray'd, 
I'll ſeek to replace it with art; 


But no—'twill her ſlumbers invade, 
I will wear it (fond youth) next my heart: 


Alas! ſilly roſe, hadſt thou known 
"Twas Daphne that gave thee thy place, 
Thou ne'er 2 thy ſtation had'ſt flown; 
Her boſom's the manſion of peace. | 


— —  —— 


S O N . 


HOW COLD IT IS. 


OW the bluſt ring Boreas blows, 
See all the waters round are froze; 
The trees that ſkirt the dreary plain, 
All day a murmuring cry retain; 
'The trembling foreſt hears their moan, 
And ſadly mingles groan with groan ; 
How diſmal all from eaſt to welt, 
Heaven defend the poor diftreſt — 
Such ie the tle. © 
» _Thro' hill and vale, 
\ Each traveller may behold it is; 
While low and hig 
Are heard to cry, 
Blefs my heart, how _ it is! 
; | 2 
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Humanity, delightful tale! 
While we feel the winter gale, 
May the high peer in ermin'd coat 
Incline the ear to ſorrow's note : 
And where, with mis'ry's load oppreſt, 
Some fellow creature lies diſtreſs'd, | 
Full ample let his bounty flow, * 
To ſooth the boſom chill'd by woe: | 
. In town or vale, 
_ Where'er the tale a 168 
Of real grief unfolded is, EIFS, 
O may he givfe 5 
The means to live, 
To thoſe who know how cold it is, 


*. #4 a, Tj 


Perchance ſome warrior, blind and lam'd, 
Some dauntleſs tar for Britain maim'd— | 
Comſider theſe, for thee they Bore = 
The loſs of limbs, and ſuffer'd more; ' 
O paſs them not, or if you do, 
They'll ſigh to think they fought for you- 
Go, pity all, but bove the reſt, 5 
The ſoldier, or the tar diſtreſs d . ; 
Thro' winter's reign nt v 8 
Relieve their pain, n 
For what they ve done ſure bold it is; | 1 
Their wants ſupply, | | 
| Whene'er they cry, 
Bleſs "7 heart, how cold 1 it is. 


And now ye ſluggards, wi and beaus, y 
Who dread the breath that winter blows, 
Purſue the conduct of a friend, A v 
Who never found it yet offend ; ; | | 

es While 
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While winter deals its froſt around, 
Jo face the air and beat the ground, 
With cheerful ſpirits exerciſc, 
Tis there health's balmy bleſſing lies: 
On hill or dale, . 
Tho' ſharp the gale, 
And frozen you behold it is: 
The blood ſhall glow, 
And ſweetly ſlow, 
And you'll ne'er cry, how cold it is. 


— 
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* | | 
THE BRIDEGROOM. 


| \ WAY, let naught to love diſpleafing, 
| A My Winefreda, move thy fear; 
t naught delay the beavenly bleſſing, | 
Nor ſqueamitſh pride, nor gloomy care ; 
What tho' no grants of royal donors, 
With pompous titles grace our blood; 
We'll ſhine in more ſubſtantial honors, 
And to be noble we'll be good. 


What though from fortune's Iaviſh bounty, 

No mighty treaſures we poſſeſs, 

We'll find within our pittance plenty, 
And be coutent —— exceſs: 
5 | 3 


le 
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Still ſhall each kind returning ſeaſon; * 
-Sufficient for our wiſhes give; n 
For we will live a life of reaſon, 
And that's the only life to live; 


Our name, while virtue thus we tender, 

Shall ſweetly ſound where er tis ſpoke r 
And all the great ones much ſhall wonder, 
How they admire ſuch little folk: 
Through youth and age in love excelling,. . 
We'll hand in hand together tread ; - 


Sweet ſmiling peace ſhall crown our dwelling, 


And babes, ſweet ſmifing, grace our bed. 


How ſhould I love the pretty creatures, 


Whilſt round my knees they fondly clung ; 
To ſee them look, their mother's features, 
| To hear them liſp their mother's tongue: 
And when with enyy-time tranſported, 

Shall think to rob us of our joys, 
You'll in your girls again be courted, | 

And I go weoiny in my boyͤ ese. 


— 
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12 cull the ſweets of ev'ry mead, 

And twine a wreath for Damon's head, 
That youth fo gen'rous, kind, and free, 
Tor vows of faith oft pledg'd to me. 


2,0 : | At 
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At eve he drives his herd to fl. 
And I fond tales of love am told; x. 
And if his glances meet my eye, 
My love-fraught boſom heaves a ſigh. 


\ Tho' envied by each beauteous fair, 
Still Damon is my love and care, 
With him at hymen's ſhrine I'd bow, 
And ſeal the lover's tender vow, 


S ON 6. 
POLLY OF THE GREEN. 


HE morning ſmil'd ferenely gay, 
Sweet mutic fill'd the grove ; 
Bright beam'd the chearful god of day, 
And fill'd each breaſt with love: 
The lark attun'd his fong on high, 
| All nature blithe was feen ; | - 
A ſweeter voice ſeem'd to reply, 
Twas Polly of the Green. 


My oaten pipe beneath the ſhade, _ ö 

i tun'd to mirth and glee; VID 
She ſtood and liſten'd while I play'd, 
| What charms I then did ſee: 
The roſy bluſh which decks the morn, _ 
Upon her cheek was ſeen; , 
The graces did her form adorn, 

Dear Polly of the Green. 


At. | G4 


e 
gaz d, ſhe ſmil'd, I ſmil'd 2 {4's 
"on infinite delight; 
Fond love I found in ev ry vein, 
Hler form fo charm'd my ſight ; 
_ No maid that ever I beheld, 7 


Had ſuch a graceful mein; 
So much ſhe ev ry one excell'd, 


Sweet WY Ne * Fas 5 TY 


Yep pow'rs who rule the as above, 
© Attend my ardent pray, 
Let Polly to my wiſhes prove, 
As kind as fhe is fair: p10 
O, Venus, to my ſuit incline, 
As thou art beauty s queen, 
And let the charming maid be mie 
Dear dia of the n Rs 


3's. 7. 
95 1 0 | 
1 | — 
s O N . 


"MARY, THE MAID OF THE MILL. 


IKE dew-drops that hang on the roſe, 
. The tears ſhone on Mary's fair hot; 
When William, to face our proud foes, | 

War and danger undaunted would ſeek; 
He preſt her white hand with a ſigh, 
Then cry'd, ſtill remember poor Will ; 
For conſtant I'll be, live or die, 
To Mary, the maid of the mill. 


— 


4 


-® - . 


Sad 


e 


Sad tidiogs too ſoon were convey 4 
That William in battle was ſlain ; 
And many that loy'd the fair maid, | 
Now ventur'd to tell their ſoft pain: \ 


I The ſquire would have made her his bride, \ 


But ſtill ſhe remember'd poor Will, 
Till his death he was conſtant, ſhe cry '% | 
And ſo ſhall his maid of the mill. 


While his death the fad Mary had mourn'd 

Great fame he'd atchiev'd/ in the wars; 
Wich riches and honor return'd, 

He wip'd from her eye the ſalt tears: 
Then led her to church as his wife, g 
To repay the true love for poor Will, 

. Now j 82 and delight cheer the life 
Of Mary the maid of the mill. 
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ur SHEPHERD'S GONE ASTRAY. © 


Paſs'd my dear Damon, o'er your plains? 


O cheer with hope my lonely Ways. 1 


1 ſeek my ſhepherd gone aſtray: 
Leads he is flock along the, mead, 
Or does he ſeek the cooler ſhade . 
O teach a hapleſs, maid, the way, 
To find her ſhepherd. * aſtray. 


Te YT "® 


bon] 


TELL me, ye gentle nympbs and falling: , 


is 


[FF 


Obſerve, 10 fair, the truant ſwain, 

A manly ſoſtneſs erowns his mein; 

Adonis was not half Fo fair,” . 

wo ene . tis ; heaven'to hear. of L 
88 e Wpek; Ks. . 


Ye . the Meer — prine, 

And ſhun the witchcraft of his eyes ; 

Fly from his qhartas nor ſtay too lang 

To hear 7 ICS 1285 Th ſong. 
:  Leadsthe his Rocks 4e 


THE ROSE, rue“ A BEAUTIFUL RED. 


HE roſe, tho' a beautiful red, 
Looks faded to Phillis's bloom; - 
And the breeze from the bean-flower bed, 


Wanne. | * 


The dow-drop 1 fo limpid and gay, | 
That logſe on the violet lies, ptr” 
1 ho* brighten d by Phazbus's ray, . 
Wanta luſtre oompar d to her eyes. 


A Hly I pluck'd in fun -pride, 

Its freſhneſs with her's to compare; 
And fooliſhly thought, till I try d, 20 
Tube flow'ret was equally fair. 9 


| 


t 
While thus I went an in her praiſe,. 
My Phillis paſs d ſporting along ; 


| Ye poets, I covet no bays, 
' - She mild a; reward. for my ſong, 


F g 4 * 
$ ON 6. 
2 Tus ADVISER. _ 
© fair be advird by a friend, 
Whoſe counſel proceeds from the 


On beauty no longer depend, 
Or fly to the efforts of art: 


heart, 


- K a ſhepherd you'd gain to your arms, 


Let virtue each action approve; 
Her charms the ſond boſom alarm, 
And ſoſtens the foul into love. 


To day be not nice as a bride, 
To morrow untimely ſevere ; 


Let prudence and truth be your guide, 


Nor caprice or folly appear: 
Unleſs you thus govern 5 mind, 
And baniſh deceit from your breaſt, 
Too ſoon by experience you'll find, 


y ne er can be bleſt. 


| Negtedtcd 
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| Negleaed you'll wither and fade, 
"Till beauty by age ſhall decay, 
| Then lonely retreat to the ſhade, 


And mourn the ſad hours away : 
How deſp'rate will then be your fate, 


' How great your {ad loſs to deplore ; : 


+ ee alas, is too late, 
When the power to charm is no more. 


wo 


"I 
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+ THE PEASANT'S PETITION... / 


And the meadows their beauties have loſt; 


1 hy Wi the trees are all hare, not a leaf to be ſeen, 
. When 


* 


all nature's diſrob d of her mantle of green, 
And l the ſtreatus are faſt bound by the froſt: * 
When the peaſant, active, ſtands ſnhiv' ring with cold, 
Bleak the winds as they northerly blow; 
And the innocent flocks run ſor ſhelter to fold 
Wich their fleeces all cover d wath now. * 5 


6 


In the yard when the _ are fodder 4 with * 


\ And fend forth their breath like a ſteam; 


When the neat looking dairy-maid ſees ſhe muſt thaw- 
Flakes of ice which: ſhe finds on her cream: 
The blithe country maiden, as freſh as a roſe, 
As ſhe careleſsly trips often ſlides, 
And the ruſtics loud laugh; if in falling ſhe ſhews. 
Thoſe charms which her modeſty hides. 
6. 


4 (agg) | 
When the lads and the laſſes for company join d 

And round the hall embers are met, ; 
Talkof witches, and fairies that ride on the wind, 


And of ghoſts, till they're all in a ſweat : 


When the birds to the barn-door come hov'ring for 
| food, | 


Or filently fit on the ſpray; 


And the poor timid hare in vain ſeeks the woody 
For faithleſs her footſteps betray. 


Heaven grant, in that ſeafon, it may be my lot, 
With the girl that I love and admire, 
When the Ifickles bang to the eaves of my cot, 

I way thither in ſafety retire ; ; 
There in neatneſs and quiet, and free from ſurpriſe, 
May we live, and no hardſhips endure; | 
Nor feel any turbulent paſſions ariſe, 

But thole oe each other can cure. 


8 © N. 24 bel 
WILLIAM AND FANNY, 


. * j 
HO! toſs'd amid the ocean's bed, 
My faithful William be, 

Still as he ſcapes the ſtormy dread,, 

Zach thought ſhall tend to me: 

This little knot my boſom bears, 
While quiv'ring in the wind, 

Stfl the rude blaſt my William ſhares, 
Yet ſtill his heart's behind. 


(14) 


"Wie gentle breezes fill the fail, 
- And to his cot he hies 
His Fanny ſhe ſhall ſtill prevail, 
And thus methinks he fighs — 
Can ablence ſeparate one mind? 
Can conſtancy e'er fail? | 
He riſes; leaves a tear behind, e 
e the del. * 4 


zephyrs come futter and play, 
To life wake my fond drooping breaſt; 
Who can bear all this fever of day, 

And taſte either pleaſure or reſt ? 
Thea panting and ar ying Pll fly from the hours, 
Aud hie to the ſtreams, and to ſweet mary bow'rs. 


The toils of the field are all o'er, 
The ſhepherd and ſheep all retreat; \ 
They think of their paſture no more, 
Zut crowd to the ſhelter from heat. 
All panting, &c. 


Then welcome, thou tar leafy grove, | 
Where Sol cannot peep with a ray; 
Mong woodbines and myrtles I'd roye, 
Alone wear the moments away. | 
Then panting, &c. 


(1660 
Then Strephon, O come thou not nieb, 
Thy fight I'm not able to bear, 


In vain from Sol's fury I fly, 


If love and thou follow me here. 
Then panting, &c. 


| THE JOYS OF HARNEST 


OW pleaſure unbounded ant er the plains, 
And brightens the ſmiles of the da mſels and ſwains 


As they follow the laſt team of harveſt along, 

And end all their toils with a dance and a ſong : 
Poſſeſs'd of the plenty that bleſſes the year, | 
Bleak Winter's approach they behold without fear, 
And when tempeſts rattle, and hurricanes roar, 
Enjoy what "ey OY * nel er a ha for more. 


— 


Dear Phillis, from them let us learn to be wiſe, 
And uſe ev'ro moment. of Le A 1 flies; 11 
Gay youth is the ſpring · tide which all muſt im Ve, 
For ſummer to ripen an harveſt of love: fs 
Our hearts then a provident care ſhould engage, 
Io lay friendſhip in ſtore for the winter of age, 

| Whoſe frown ſhall diſarm even Chloe's bright eye, 


Damp the flame in my n! and pall ex ry joy. 


s — 11 
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THE CONSTANT SHEPHERD» 


HE night was ſtill the air ſerene, $2, 
| Fann'd by a ſouthern breeze; 
The glimm'ring moon might juſt be ſeen 
EReflecting thro' the trees? 
"The bubbling water's conſtant courſe 

From off th adjacent hill, | 9 
Was mournfal echo's laſt reſource, | 

All nature r OHK-” be! webt vo 


The conflant ſhepherd ſought this ate, | 
By ſorrow fore oppreſs d, 7” 1 N50 a 
Cloſe by a fountain s margin laid, e R 
His pain he thus expreſs d: 12 
Ah! wretched youth, why didſt thou he 
| Or hope to meet ſucceſs: _ 
Or think the fair would conſtant prove; a 41 oxi 
Thy blooming hopes to bleſs. . 


Find me the rofe on barren fands, 97 
"The lily midſt the rocks; - nd. | 
The grape in wild deſerted lands, | 
A wolf to guard the flocks: N 
Thoſe you, alas! will ſooner gain, PN 
And will more eaſy find, 
Than meet with aught but cold diſdain, 
In faithles womankind. 


( 137 ) 
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LOVE 13 NOT A IESr. 


. yet a virgin in my teens, 
I liſten'd to each youth, 


And heard them in ſequeſter'd ſcenes 


Declare their love and truth: 

I ſmil'd alike at ev'ry tale, 
As then, I do proteſt, 

I thought none ever could prevail 
That love was all a jeſt. 


Free as the birds who gaily ſing, 


I paſs'd each coming day, 
Like them, was ever on the wing, 
And careleſs tun'd my lay: 


Alas! too ſoon I find, tis plain, 


I feel it in my breaſt, 
Defying Cupid is in vain, 
That love is not a jeſt. 


Young Colin, with a charming i air 
For tenderneſs and wit, 


Has won my heart I do declare, ; 


* 


The pointed ſhaſt has hit: 
If he ſhould aſk I'll give my hand, 
I will, I do proteſt; 


Each rapture he will round Pt: 


For love is not a Jeſt, 


* 
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SulLixSd GROG., 


N SAILOR's kfe's a life, d'ye ſee, 
That drudges late and early; 
What matter's that when he's at ſea, 
Tis grog that makes him cheerly: 
For, bleſt with that, no care he knows, 
His heart's with courage Ror'd; 
*Tis all the ſame what wind that blows, 
When ſmiling grog's on board. 


Tho' many a ſtormy night be braves, 

Yet fear cannot his courage check: 

- Undaunted views the daſhing waves, 

And boldly till he ſtands on deck: 

What fear can e'er a ſailor feel, _ 
Who ploughs the foaming hoard ; 

He fears not rocks that rub the keel, 
When ſmiling grog's on board. 


The ſails are ſet, the can goes round, 
The helm at watch is ſbifted ; 
The lead is heav'd, the bank is found, 
The ſhip by ſeas is drifted: 
What dangers now await the crew, 


She's turning out the freight ſhe's ſtor d., 


Yet, highly pleas'd the merry few, 
When's Gailing grog's on board, 


* 


Alas! 


( 239 ) 
The ſhip ſhe works, the helm's Adee, 
The ſea beats o'er the weather bow, 
The pump's at taſk, the leak is free, 
She rights, my boys, juſt now:: 
With eager ſtretch the ſails are clear, 
She's near the port well ſtor'd; _ . 
Drink now, my hearts, the ſhore is near, 
— ſmiilng grog's on board, | 


LONG SS. 


ALAS HE STOLE Mr HEART AWAY. 


HEN rural lads and laſſes gay, 
Proclaim the birth of roſy May: 
When round the may-pole on the green, 

The ruſtic dancers «ll are ſeen ; 

Twas there young jockey met my view, 
His like before I never knew 

He pip'd ſo ſweet, and danc'd fo gay, 

he ſtole my heart may. 


At eve, when cakes and ale went 2 
He plac'd him next me on the ground; 
With harmleſs mirth and pleaſing jeſt, 
He ſhone more bright than all the Teſt; 
He talk'd of love and preſs d my hand, 
Ah! who could ſuch a youth withſtand ? 
Well pleas'd I heard what he could lay, 
Alas! , talk'd my heart away. 

He pip'd ſo ſweet, and danc'd fo gay, 
Alas! be ſtole my heart away. 


(1% 
He often heav'd a tender ſigh, 
While rapture fparkled in his eye; 
So winning was his face and air, 
It might the coldeſt heart 'enſnare ; 
But when he aſk'd me for his bride, 
f I promis'd ſoon, and ſoon comply'd ; 
| | What nymplr on earth could ſay him nay,. 
His charms muſt ſea! all hearts away: 
He pip'd ſo ſweet, and danc'd ſo gay, 
Alas! he ſtole my heart away. 


* 
aw 
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THE DEAR POSSESSOR OF MY HEART. 
HE dear poſſeffor of my heart, 

Is full of tenderneſs and truth; 
His mind he ſpeaks devoid of art, 
And TIl reward the worthy youth. - 


In mutual love the joy how great, 
What pleaſing raptures fill each mind, 
Each wiſh with tenderneſs replete, 
Moſt pure, unſullied, and kind. 


Ye tuneful birds that hail the ſpring, 
Ye flow'rets all your ſweets diſplay ; 
Your choiceſt.notes and perfumes bring, 


To greet us on the bridal day. 
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NSCIOUS innocence and conſtant independ- 
- Ince, 


A bluſh of detection to the Peer br deceit, A 
| Beauty's beſt contpanion—Modeſty. - Safe ON £ 


May Britiſh chaſtity ever keep re with Britiſh 
beauty. | 


May the preſence of the fair — de wiſh of J 
licentious, 
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Fortune every honeſt man's e companion, 8 


her eldeſt daughter every villain's inſepatable 
attendant. 


May a poliſhed heart made cad for a roughtcoun 


tenance. 
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May the ſmiles of the fair al the efforts of th 
brave. 


May the honey | of reditade 1 the pitterneſs of 
ſorrow, 


May we look forward with — 5 and back without | 
remorle, © 


May the generous heart always meet A chaſte mate. 
May the friendly boſom never want a faithful friend. 


May poverty never be. looked upon with Sntemapt, 
nor wealth asa mark of merit. 


May the turnpike-road to happineſs be free from toll 
bars, and * ways furniſhed with guide 


i never be i) e 01 
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May the hinges of generoſity never grow mids, | 
Thoſe who love pleaſure and contribute to it. 

May the feeling heart poſſeſs the fortune the miſer 


abuſes. 
Perpetual 1 to the enemies of Old 


England. 

May prudence, moderation, 10 an invariable atten- 
tion tothe public en e u aro of Old 
25 England. 

58 Country, and may it continue to be the land of 

_ liberty to the end of the world. 


day Neptune ever acknowledge Britain's King as his 
Sovereign. 


May our hearts have for tenants, truths "FA and 
benevolence. 
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TOA 81s. : 
"The hand that gives, and the heart that forgives, 
May the volume of beauty. never be Rtained . con. | 
© tamipated fingers. I 


May the aſcent of i innocence ſhew clearly the deſoen | | 
of infamy, | 


Pleaſures that pleaſe on v refleQion, 5 


Cheerfulneſꝭ in our caps, content in our r minds and 
_ competency in our means, 


"Friendſhip in a palace, and falſhood in a PRE 


Familiarity bounded by decency, _ack PR Une 
founded by intereſt. . + 


Ododneſs in our thoughts, rp rg N _ 
is and generoſity in our actions. 


Innocence in affluence, ignorance | in rags, injulie in 
manacles, and injury in jail. 1 
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Labour's true reward to every Briton — content and 
- plenty, 


May the ſword of F never os the heart of 
_ ſenſibility, 


May the artful heart be marked on a diſtorted face. 


May friendſhip be enlivened dy good bumour, but 
never wounded by wit, | 


May every mirror we look at caſt an honeſt refletions | 
The love of liberty and the fiberty of lde. 


| May the judgments ok our benches never r be biaſſed, 
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May our virtue be healthy aithout the phyſic of 
reg] 5 2 WR calamity. 


May the regard we have for our own characters deter 
FS us from injuring others. 


N Gaiety and innocence, 
Delicate pleaſures to ſuſceptible minds. 
Wit without ſlander, and mirth without noiſe. 


Sincerity beſore marriage, and fidelity afterwards, 
Loye for love. 
_ Sprightlineſs in youth, ſtability in manhood, and 


ſerenity in old age. 


May the wings of harmony waſt us home, and inde- 
_ pendent friendſhip meet us there. 


The agreeable rubs of life. 
All that love can give and ſenſibility enjoy. 


May our happineſs increaſe till it cannot diminiſh, 


May the object of our heart be the companion of our 
lives. 


Religion without prieſtcraft, and politics without party, | 
The harveſt of life—love, wit, and good humour, 


The ſteady friends of Britain, 
May the wings of liberty never loſe a feather, 


May the trials of love and friendſhip make us ever 
reflect with pleaſure, 


The pleaſure of pleaſing, 
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